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Oh ye everlastmg hills, 
By the feet of Angels trod, 

When the summer dew distils, 
On the green and fragrant sod. 

Oh ye everlasting hills, 

Who can chronicle your birth ? 
Cisterns which the rain-cloud fills, 

Cisterns of the teeming earth. 

Oh ye everlasting hills. 

On you seem the stars to rest ; 
When its horn yon planet fills. 

Splendid shows it on your crest. 



POEMS. 

Oh ye everlasting hills 

Eadiant with the morning light, 
StiU while night the valley fills, 

With imperial colors bright. 

Oh ye everlasting hiUs 

"With religion linked of old, 
Homer's page your story fills 

With his pen of magic told. 

Oh ye everlasting hills, 
Pondly back my fancy strays 

Where great Jove the tumult stills. 
Round him while the lightning plays. 

Oh ye everlasting hills, 
Beacons of the sea and land ; 

Many a one the landscape fills. 
Bold, majestic, blue, and grand { 

Oh ye everlasting hills. 

Atlas, Alps, and Apennines, 

Many a name my memory fills. 
And with endless glory shines ! 



March, 1859. 
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ITALY. 

The curse of Italy is in her kings, 

Too many diadems her forehead bears, 

Not till the greater part away she flings, 

"Will she escape the sorrows which she shares. 

The Austrian rule her native spirit cramps, 
And like an incubus upon her bears ; 

Worse than her marshes' pestilential damps. 
The Bourbon race, Calabria's, Naples' heirs. 

Venice, where are now the mighty Ten, 
Who ruled thy country with an iron rod ; 

Domestic tyrants were they, stem, but then, 
Upon an independent soil they trod. 

Thy marriage with the Adriatic wave 
Hath ended, and a widow now thou art, 

Not only desolate, alas, a slave. 

Empty thy havens, once the world's wide mart. 

And Lucca, Tuscany, and other names 

I blush to name, where is your glory now } 

A petty tyrant duke your sceptre claims. 

And wears your jewelled crown upon his brow. 

B 2 
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And Eome, what art thou, shadow of a name, 
Galvanised life is only in thy trunk, 

There Prance and Austria play a skilful game 
Even to the dregs affliction thou hast drunk. 

"Weld into one again these scattered states. 
And build an empire worthy of the land, 

AU Europe for the consummation waits — 
A consummation glorious and grand ! 

March, 1859. 



NATURE A TYPE OP SOMETHING HIGHER. 

Nature is a revelation, although wrapped in mystery, 
And the Bible in relation standeth to it as a key ; 
If men's minds had not been darkened, by a wicked 

perverse wiU, 
Unto Nature they'd have hearkened, with its accents 

low and still. 

Types of resurrection beauty, when the flowers at 
spring they saw. 

And obedience as a duty, in its fealty to a law ; 

Spring reviving, teeming, flushing, with its fair en- 
amelled trees. 

Rivers from their fountains rushing, onward to the 
distant seas. 
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Genial summer developing life another further stage, 
Into harvest meadows sloping, types of maohood 

and of age ; 
But a riddle and enigma, all was what they would 

not read, 
Fixing an eternal stigma on their want of sense 

indeed. 

March, 1859. 



FREE SALYATIOIT. 

God from the people chooses few, 

Your accusation this, 
But stiU the fault remains with you 

If you salvation miss. 

God*s purposes you cannot know, 
Salvation's terms are free, 

Free as a river it doth flow 
Alike to you and me. 

If I its precious waters taste. 
And you refuse the same, 

not with God the fault be placed, 
Be yours the fault and shame. 
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The will to take, the will to leave. 

Doth ever free remain, 
They do themselves alone deceive 

God's justice who arraign. 
March, 1859. 



TKE SWALLOW. 

Sing welcome to the swallow 
"Which is come across the sea. 

The summer it doth follow. 
From the winter it doth flee. 

In the windows of our churches, 
In the windows of our halls. 

Its nest the swallow perches, 
Till the leaf at autumn falls. 

For the summer then 'tis yearning. 
And again across the main, 

On the wing it is returning 

Tin the spring shall come again. 

a reveller is the swallow. 
And a pleasant life it leads. 

As the summer it doth follow 
And on delicacies feeds. 
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Flying hither, flying thither, 

In the sunny days of spring ; 
Through the pleasant summer weather, 

It is always on the wing. 

Till away again it goeth, 

When the autumn leaves decay, 
"Where the South Pacific floweth, 

To those islands far away. 

March, 1859. 

THE GENTLEMAN. 

Who is the gentleman ? Of Norman blood 
Is it, who on his scutcheon mottoes writes, 

Whose ancestor with the First William stood. 
At Hastings' battle and in other fights ? 

Is it, his thousand acres who doth own, 

Whose castle home dates back a thousand years. 

Is it, who stands in honour near the throne. 
And ne'er in public without praise appears ? 

Is it a chieftain of an ancient clan. 

Within Ms veins the purest Celtic blood, 

Proud as a king, is this the gentleman, 
Whose sire with Bruce at Bannockbumhad stbod ? 
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Is he the gentieman who money saves, 

And pours his gains into the Three per Cents, 

And still for more with boundless passion craves, 
Investing it in Consols or in rents ? 

Is he the gentleman whose cloth is broad, 
And by his tailor fashioned a la mode 

To vulgar taste less lenient than to fraud, 
And scorns to pay the biHs which long he owed ? 

Dub him the gentleman of open hand. 
And open heart to help his fellow man, 

Of cultivated taste and manners bland. 
In my opinion such the gentleman. 

Love to his feUow and his God combined. 
This the grand sentiment which that creates, 

To jealousy and envy ever blind. 
Evil oppresses not, nor good elates. 

He is the gentleman and only he, 

"With such and only such I'd be allied ; 

Like some huge rock he seems beside the sea, 
Unmoved amidst the raging of thfi.tide. 

March, 1859. 
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FAITH. 



Faith hath the good for which it prays, 
By God's true word revealed, 

For though the enjoyment be delayed, 
The right and title's sealed. 

'Tis his by covenant — every good 
He needs through Jesus given, 

Sealed with the Saviour's precious blood, 
And every sin forgiven. 

faith it is the magic key 

To which each doubt gives way ; 

It is the Christian's sesame, 
Which all the wards obey. 

Faith is a sword of polished steel 
Within the Christian's hand. 

Beneath its strokes doth Satan reel 
Nor can against it stand. 

Faith holds a balance in its hands, 
Scales which do ne'er deceive, 

There earthly treasures light as sands 
The heavenly treasures leave. 
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Faith is an anchor of the soul, 
To which it holdeth fast, 

When round the raging waters roll. 
And roars the dreadful blast. 

Faith holds a crucible to test 

Truth's sterling worth and weight, 

With fruitless trials ne*er oppressed. 
Success must come though late. 

Faith looks on death as but a door 
Which opens to the skies ; 

Sin's penalty to pay no more. 
The body's sacrifice. 
March, 1859. 



TO KOME. 

" Eternal," on thy gates thou writest ; 

the mockery of the name ! 
Gaul for help whilst thou invitest, 

Austria's bayonets for the same. 

The world's history, city, thine is. 
More than half this planet's age. 

From its dawn, where dim the line is 
Upon Eoman Livy's page. 
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Battles, tumults, and commotioiis, 

Endless, ceaseless, without rest, 
Ebbings, flowings, like the oceans, 

Stni unblessing, and unblessed. 

Eape of maidens, cities' sieges. 

Kings to Eome in fetters brought, 
At the head of captive lieges, 

Who a hopeless cause had fought 

With their Punic foemen doing, 

Battle long and doubtful too. 
Until Carthage was a ruin, 

And the eagles o'er it flew. 

The equilibrium disturbing 

Of the kingdoms of the world. 
To its own their strength absorbing. 

From their thrones their princes hurled. 

'Tis a riddle worth the knowing, 

Story set in crimson type, . 
Human blood for ever flowing. 

Living on, for ruin ripe. 

Arrogant, the world defying. 
Claiming empire o'er the will. 
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Yet on foreign troops relying, 
Which the eternal city fill. 

Past and present, like and unlike, 
Still to worship idols given, 

Strong to curse, but feeble to strike, 
Though she boast the keys of heaven. 

Cruel as in former ages, 

In her hand the screw and rack. 
Battle with the world she wages, , 

Human progress holding back. 

But in vain she back is holding, 
Man will onward to his goal, 

The condition still unfolding 
Of a free immortal soul. 

April, 1859. 



for liberty of speech, 

'Tis the privilege of each ; 

'Tis the birthright of us all. 

High bom, low bom, great and small. 
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'Tis the outlet of the mind, 
Woe to him who dares to hind ; 
To the river as its spring, 
To the eagle as its wing. 

So is speech unto the mind, 
Woe to him who dares to hind ; 
Like the lightning from the cloud, 
'Twill escape in thunder loud. 

for liherty of tongue, 
It was Greece's pride when young, 
Greece's pride which thought did lead, 
And her neck from tyrants freed. 

Source of arts and manners too. 
All that's great we owe to you, 
Man from you each hlessing draws. 
Letters, manufactures, laws. 

Liherty of speech to you, 
England's greatness all is due. 
Like the serpent's death caress. 
Were a fetter on her press. 

Of her greatness 'tis the spring, 
To it may she ever cling, 
Foster with maternal care. 
Until the world the hlessing share. 

April, 1859. 
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TO TRUTH. 

Thou never failing light, 

Who seeks thee, truth, shall find, 
Even in the darkest night, 

Thou pole-star of the mind. 

With idols in the mind. 

With idols if they come. 
Too late then shall they find. 

The oracle is dumb. 

Who seeks a maiden's hand. 
Doth not at once obtain ; 

The flame is ever fanned 
By disappointment's pain. 

The same with truth prevails, 
'Tis willing while it frowns. 

Though oft the suitor fails. 
Its smile his efforts crowns. 

A gem of priceless worth. 
Which labour costs to find, 

Deep buried in the earth. 

To reach, which must be mined. 
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Unooimted Mhoms low, 

lake pearl beneath the wave. 

Where the bold dirers gp. 
And ocean perils braye. 

So truth too mnst be sou^t. 
The fairest gem on earth. 

The ntmost toil of thought 
And body it is worth. 
April, 1859. 



Why hide we our sorrow ? 

Is sorrow a sin ? 
The hope of to-morrow. 

To sorrow's a-kin. 

Ah, had we no sorrow. 
Then hope it would fade, 

A better to-morrow, 
In sorrow is prayed. 

On tears which are flowing 
like min from the skies, 

Hope splendidly glowing, 
Its color applies. 
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sorrow is healing, 
The salt of the spring, 

And hallowing feeling, 
Eobs death of its sting. 

And as the shades lengthen, 
When life sinketh low, 

Man's heart it doth strengthen 
To fight with his foe. 

April, 1859. 



VICTOK EMMAJSUEL TO HIS SOLDIEES. 

Italians, not unwillingly we go, 
To fight our old hereditary foe. 
Crossing our ancient boundary, Ticino, 
Forv^'"ard, to deal a first, a final blow. 

Our Lombard brethren, Venetian too. 
Burning with vengeance, come to fight with you, 
T' avenge the wrongs of many a blood-stained year. 
See flocking in well armed with gun and spear. 

Do we want motives (soldiers steady stand !) 
Behold my father's sword in this right hand, 
The sword which on No vara' s field he wore. 
When like a lion on the foe he bore. 
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I wear it now, and by the same I swear, 
Until we're righted, to the death I'll wear. 
Till Hapsburg's hated race here reign no more, 
Till Italy is free from shore to shore. 

Soldiers and loyal subjects each who draws 
His weapon does so in a holy cause, 
The treaty's cancelled now by which they claim, 
'Twas Austria's curse and our fair country's shame. 

What if they vanquish ill the open field, 
never, never shall our country yield j 
"We'll lure the leopards to our native rocks, 
And hunt them as the bloodhound doth the fox. 

Forward, " for Italy," the battle cry, 
Forward, fast as the torrent rushes by 
And as you single out, each, each his man, 
Strike only once, as only freemen can. 

AprU 27, 1869. 



Its silver ray, o'er land and bay. 
The star of eve is flinging ; 

Within the vale the nightingale 
Its thrilling notes is singing. 
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That song so sweet us seems to greet. 
And with that light combining, 

Us calls away where that sweet ray 
On yonder bank is shining. 

Come, come away, no longer stay, 
"lis love's own star which shineth. 

It shines for me, it shines for thee. 
Come ere that star decHneth. 

We'll haU that light, an emblem bright, 
That song too we'll be hailing, 

Of light above, of notes of love, 
"Which never shall be failing. 

May 4, 1859. 



THE BATTLE OF MOFTEBELLO. 

POUGHT m MAY, 1859. 

"We hail the omen, it is good, again at Montebello, 

"Where once the great Napoleon stood, stands now 
Napoleon's fellow ; 

The CsBsar with his motley crew, by nought con- 
genial welded. 

Has had a check to valor due, to valor he has 
yielded. 
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Press on him as tlie lion's whelp, upon its yictim 



Until he yield there is no help, for one who men 
oppresses ; 

With names of evil sound he's girt, to him, Ma- 
rengo, Lodi, 

Where once he had a mortal hurt, from which he 
soon is to die. 

This first success is sure to win allies from every 

quarter. 
On, on, to stop would be a sin, on to Ticino's water, 
On, on, a sacred cause is theirs, the CaBsar who are 

meeting. 
Which every British bosom shares, on, there is no 

retreating. 

May 24, 1859. 



She's just sixteen, so bonny and fair. 
With a Grecian nose, and dark brown hair. 
Her teeth are as white as the whitest pearl. 
And her lips are bowed with the prettiest curl. 

c 2 
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"With her dimpled cheek, and her dimpled chin, 
The love of all the jade she doth win. 
She treads the ground with a step so free, 
Like a bird that skimmeth the verdant lea. 

She speaks with a voice as clear as a bell. 
The charm of her singing is like a spell. 
Her laugh but echoes the joy she feels, 
And never a saddened heart conceals. 

With freedom she always speaks her mind. 
But never of persons in words unkind ; 
Their motives she sees but in their deeds, 
And still with charity always reads. 

As good and wise may she always be. 

As bonny and fair as now we see. 

With a heart which ever with kindness beats 

To the very humblest whom she meets. 

May 24, 1859, 
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ON VISITING WOEDSWORTff 8 HOUSE, 

[RYDAL MOUNT, AFTER MRS. W/8 

DEATH, MAY, 1869. 

The spell is broken distance lent 

Unto the Poet's shrine, 
Although with it he was content 

I would not call it mine. 

Though fair without as fair can be 

'Tis very foul within, 
Scarce is there light enough to see 

To read, or sow, or spin. 

The chamber where the Bard did sit 

And weave his stately verse. 
Scarce for a kitchen is it fit 

Than many a kitchen worse. 

But stand upon this grassy mound 

"Where oft the Poet stood, 
And look upon the landscape round 

On mountain lake and flood. 
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Then blame him not if he preferred 

A home however mean, 
"Where nestled Hke a mountain bird 

He gazed on such a scene. 

May, 1859. 



THE ITALIAN TO HIS COHNTKY. 

Hark again the cry of freedom, freedom from a fo- 
reign yoke, 

Galling as the yoke of Edom, once which Israel's 
spirit broke ; 

Well is it that thou hast nursed, Italy thine ancient 
will, 

Though with foreign rulers cursed, to thy children 
faithful still ; 

To thy destiny adhering, with an energy of will, 

From thy purpose never veering, like the compass 
. steadfast still ; 

Suffering on through many ages, never hope away 
hast cast. 

Through oppression's various stages, to the latest 
and the last ; 
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Still thy noble, still thy peasant, hath endured with 
sullen brow, 

And with patience to the present, but he will not 
Bujffer now. 

Many a beacon fire is burning, underneath thy 
starlit skies. 

Many a hoof the sod is spuming, " Italia Tiva" loud 
the cries ; 

no longer shalt thou languish, like a plant de- 
prived of light, 

We will fight and we will vanquish, may Gh>d 
defend the right ! 

May 80, 1859. 



GOD THE EULER. 

'Tis God's right hand the thunderbolt which aims, 
The lightnings flash, the ancient oak which maims 
Or blights its branches with its kindling stroke 
And chars to charcoal the immortal oak. 

Nature's great forces He directs and rules 
And governs earth by wise men and by fools. 
All are His instruments for His own ends, 
The weak He strengthens and the stubborn bends. 
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The battle's issue in His scales He holds. 
And human wiUs into TTia purpose moiQds, 
Ambition's purpose helps for wise designs, 
And aims the best intended countermines. 

His rod, the tyrants, throughout every age 
Whether they persecute, or battles wage, 
His will they work, thinking they do their own. 
One He sets up, another doth dethrone. 

Caesar, aud JS'ero, and Napoleon too, 

All work His counsel, all His purpose do, 

And when they've done what His decree did say. 

Breaks them in pieces like the potter's clay. 

May, 1859. 



Jesus, to thy cross I cling 
There my sins and sorrows bring, 
Fling beneath that fatal tree 
Fling them there and leave with thee. 

Thou hast wept aud thou hast bled 
Jesus in the sinner's stead, 
Jesus wept and bled for me, 
Chief of sinners though I be. 



POEMS. 25 



Lord, the benefit I claim 
Of Thy sufferings and Thy shame ; 
Come with boldness to the throne 
And all other aid disown. 

Gladly I the world forsake, 
As I am Saviour take, 
As I am with all my sins, 
Thine own blood my pardon wins. 

June 13, 1859. 



THE POET. 



He loved to trace the meaning of each look, 
And read each face as he would read a book. 
Marked every wave of fluctuating thought 
The gay, the grave, and each expression caught. 

Amidst the throng, all vacant though he stood. 
With silent tongue, and in abstracted mood. 
Yet was his eye upon each one around. 
As he did try their inmost thoughts to sound. 

If e'er an eye caught his when on it turned 
Unconsciously, the face with blushes bumed» 
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The person knew, his inmost heart was seen, 

All through and through, each throbbing side between. 

'tis a gift which Heaven on few bestows 
The veil to lift, the human heart disclose. 
The motives read, the hidden springs reveal. 
The power, the speed, of each revolving wheel. 

June 18, 1859. 



!Not the fair face on which we gaze 
The spirit faat which chaineth. 
From fancy's light which round it plays 
Its potent spell it gaineth. 

The landscape's charm, the ocean's too. 
Or calm or roughly flowing, 

not to either is it due. 
To fancy's play 'tis owing. 

When song of maiden or of bird, 

Upon the ear is breaking, 
'Tis but the fiancy's key-note stirred. 

Music within awaking. 
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Yes, fancy sheds its sacred light, 
Still outward ever streaming, 

Without it earth were dark as night 
When not a star is gleaming. 

June 22, 1859. 



ON THE EVENTS IN ITALY. 

Through ages of exaction, 

And cruel tyrannising. 
The time is come for action. 

No more of theorising ! 

Hurrah for revolution, 
To wipe away the stigma. 

There needs a quick solution. 
Of such a dark enigma. 

The land its love evinces 

For Victor Emmanuel ; 
Off with these petty princes. 

With revolutions annual. 

Prom many a loathsome prison 
Where man his feUows cages^ 
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Italians' groans have risen 
Unto the sky for ages. 

Success nnto their lances, 

]S'o more their swords be sheathed, 
Until Sardinia's, Prance's, 

Brows be with laurel wreathe^ . 

Until ItaJia's glory- 
Be as in pristine ages, 

As told in classic story, 
Livys immortal pages. 

June 23, 1859. 



A EECOLLECTION OF COIOSTON. 

Were e'er such glorious colours seen. 

As here do meet together. 
With many various shades between, 

Sky, wood, rock, grass, and heather. 

The bla<5k and blasted rock above. 

The smiling meadow under. 
In contrast strong as hate and love, 

To look on quite a wonder. 
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Like bumished shield the lake below, 
The lovely banks restoring, 

Into whose nru the rivers flow, 
Their silver tribute pouring. 

The silver birch, the ash, the beech, 
The fir, the oak, the willow, 

Down to the lake's green margin reach, 
And kiss the silver billow. 

Float in the air such pleasant sounds, 
Sheep bleating, oxen lowing, 

The baying of the shepherd's hounds, 
The lull of rivers flowing. 

The song of bird amongst the boughs. 

Its sweetest music trying. 
And from its tiny, moss-built house, 

The note of mate replying. 

Sweet is the labor to recal 

Such scenes and sounds so cheering. 
Which on the heart like music fall. 

Their memory more endearing. 

June 24, 1859. 
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ON SEEING THE PORTEAIT OF A BEAUTI- 
FUL BOY EXPOSED FOR SALE IN A 
PAWNBROKER'S SHOP. 

What a sad tale this picture tells 

For sale exposed here ; 
The heart with fond emotioii swells, 

Rises the ready tear. 

A starving household perhaps to feed, 

When all beside was gone. 
In their intense extremest need, 

With fasting thin and wan. 

The clasped hands, the streaming eyes 

The kisses oft and fast, 
To part with such a precious prize 

Their dearest and their last. 

*Twas painted once ere fortune frowned, 

And proved the artist's skill, 
A parent's pride the picture crowned, 

And treasured ever still. 

It called to mind when in his tomb 

Their little angel's face, 
The golden curls, the rosy bloom. 

His matchless, nameless, grace. 
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The soft blue eyes of love which told, 

The graceful, dimpled chin ; 
Modelled in JS'ature'B fairest mould, 

As yet unmaxred by sin. 

very grievous 'tis to part 

With such a precious thing. 
Enough to break a parent's heart, 

Or stanch the vital spring. 

June 29, 1859. 



DEATH OF GENEEAL NIEL, KILLED AT 
SOLFEKIlSrO BATTLE. 

After long search they found hiTn 

The dead lay heaped around him, , 

They found the hero dying. 

Beneath his charger lying. 

At Solferino falling, 
While on his soldiers calling 
The shock of battle turning, 
Immortal honour earning. 
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The foe asunder rending, 
Like avalanche descending, 
Before his soldiers riding. 
The Austrian wings dividing. 

** Victoire," his men were shouting, 
The Austrian centre routing. 
He fell, his charger under. 
As rose their shouts lite thunder. 

Unto his tent they bore him. 
His sovereign bending o'er him. 
With Marshal's riband bound him 
While weeping friends surround him. 

Up then the hero rising. 
The tears his cheeks baptising. 
His Sovereign's neck close clasping, 
For breath the hero gasping. 

His cheek with pride was flushing, 
Out though life's tide was rushing, 
His eye love's tribute giving. 
Then parted from the living. 

July 1, 1859. 



posMS. 33 

A current of mirth and one of woe. 
Both from the heart together flow. 
They are not running side by side. 
But blend their waves in a common tide. 

This current is bitter, that is sweet, 
A healthy draught when their waters meet. 
Yes blended together, a pleasant draught, 
Is there any who's only wept or laughed ! 

Lives any like this ? J do not know 

Who has only tasted of mirth or woe, 

At least I never have met the same, 

And should very much like to know his name. 

A wonderful prodigy him I'd hail. 
But would not like to be his bail ; 
A man who hath often wept and laughed, 
For any condition is fit, or craft. 

July 1, 1859. 

THE GREEK SLAVE. 

From the glances is she shrinking, 

From the glances which assail ? 
Of her home or is she thinking. 

In some lovely Grecian vale ? 
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For the darkness is she sighing, 
"Which shall veil her from the eyes, 

At her beauty which are prying, 
At the beauty of the prize ? 

" Who will buy her, who will buy her ?' 
(Cries the seller from his place) 

" Come bid higher, come bid higher, 
Quite a Venus ia h^ grace.' ^ 

But she heareth not the clamour, 
"Which ascendeth to the skies, 

Nor the falling of the hammer. 
As it gives away the prize. 

But the silence doth awake her. 
When the clamor it is done ; 

And away, away, they take her 
To the master who hath won. 

My 4, 1859. 



Oh a battle on is going. 
And in torrents blood is flowing, 
Faintly shadowed on the dial. 
Mighty issues are on triaL 
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On one side they fight for freedom, 
Long in bondage as of Edom, 
Sense of wrongs their anns is bracing 
Gaunt the foe whom they are facing. 

Till the battle shall be ending 
With that enemy contending, 
Till the prey be from him ravished, 
Blood like water shall be lavished. 

Till the crown of Rome be broken, 
Now a vain and empty token ; 
Till where Tnlly once did thunder. 
That foul system's rent asunder. 

Till some other Tully thunders, 
The old forum's ceiling under, 
And the Consul with his fasces, 
Through the city once more passes. 

Till that land of rack and prison, 
From its death sleep has arisen. 
Cast its fetters loud which rattle. 
Join their feUows in the battle. 

Join their fellows, and be winning. 
Count the gains at every inning ; 
To the yoke no longer bending. 
Off their Bourbon tyrant sending. 

July 8, 1859. d 2 
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ON THE PEACE SIGNED AT VILLA EEANCA, 
JULY, 1859. 

The game is over, the stakes are won, 
By whom ? could you doubt, Napoleon ; 
He holds the key which turns the lock. 
And doth at parchment treaties mock. 

For so much blood and what is the gain ; 
For so much blood poured out Hke rain, 
Refreshing the soil in this time of drought, 
And causing the grass and the herb to sprout. 

Emmanuel gets, how long will he keep. 
The Lombard plains with their flocks of sheep ; 
With their beautiful vineyards and fields of rice. 
He has got, but must he not pay the price ? 

And Venice, the Adria's Queen of old. 
With her gallant ships and her heaps of gold ; 
What has she got, of the Hapsburg breed, 
A young Archduke to clothe and feed 1 
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And what has Italy got ? a cheat ! 
Compelled for Master the Pope to greet ; 
For so much blood is this the price, 
Poured out like rain on the fields of rice. 

But I pause, and in God my faith repose. 
Looking with hope to the drama's close, 
The plans of the wisest he can blast, 
His purpose shall come, though late, at last. 

July 15, 1859. 



BEAUTY. 

What beauty's not, rather than what, 

It is I could be telling ; 
I can but guess, I must confess, 

Like the child learning spelling. 

Whence comes the charm, a pretty arm. 

Or pretty foot is leaving ; 
A well shaped nose, a cheek which glows, 

Say, is it all deceiving ? 

Is it a spell ? I cannot tell, 
But in its power to bind us. 
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Or will, or nil, spell is it still, 
And tie our hands behind ns. 

The high, the low, beneath it bow, 
The wise, the fool are bending; 

Yes every day, beneath its sway. 
And stiU its power's extending. 

.From the bright sun, its power it won, 

As thence to earth it travelled ; 
Oh chains of light, as silver bright. 
Its busy hand unravelled. 

Fetters designed, all hearts to bind, 
Beneath yon blue sky beating 

And as it flew those chains it drew, 
Eound all whom it was meeting. 

I own its sway, yes every day, 

In nature dead and living. 
Woman, tree, flower, proof of its power. 

In my heart vanquished giving. 

July 18, 1859. 



POEMS. 39 



THE RESULT OF THE LATE WAR. 

It is something to have wrested 
Milan from the eagle's beak ; 

From the eagle double crested, 
Marked with many a bloody streak. 

It is not a bad beginning. 
To high deeds of valour due, 

Milan, jewel, worth the winning, 
Milan, worth the wearing too. 

Unto Genoa's crown attached, 

Unto Victor's noble brow. 
From a Tyrant's forehead snatched, 

"Who the jewel misses now. 

Covenants made of parchment sealed. 
Written o'er with ink and pen. 

With a pen, or quill, or steeled. 
Bind the consciences of men. 

But than bond or covenant better, 
Is the word of honest men^ 
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They will keep it to the letter, 
Though they never iised a pen. 

Such a bond the Lombard taketh, 
From his Monarch brave and young, 

In the promise which he maketh, 
With a noble soldier's tongue. 

July 22, 1859. 



LOYE. 

Love's a heavenly seal revealing, 
"Whence that holy feeling came. 

Hearts of men and women sealing, 
With its everlasting name. 

Deeply on the heart impressing. 
Lines which never are effaced ; 

Pledge and spring of every blessing, 
'Tis our privilege to taste. 

'Tis the main spring of our being, 
BroKen, it would cease to move. 

All the joys of taste and seeing. 
The hfe pulses are of love. 
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It may change from high to higher. 

Its degrees will ne'er decline, 
IS'e'er extinguished is its fire, 

Like the fire within the shrine. 

Death shall quench not, but restore it. 

To its heavenly, native sphere, 
"Whence to earth an Angel bore it, 

An unfailing treasure here. 



July 28, 1859. 



** No popery,'* the Keverend zealot cries. 
With clenched hand, and anger in his eyes, 
" No popery," his audience replies. 
With angry looks, and loud and frantic cries. 

** No popery," then argue well the cause. 
And do not agitate it for applause. 
Nor rouse the angry feelings of the crowd. 
By angry speeches given in accents loud. 

'* No popery," hath he none who exclaims. 
And at the ofb repeated sentence flames. 
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Doth he not practice what his tongue doth rate. 
While he his side infallible doth state. 

" 'No popery," let each his Bible take, 
And from his own mind every error shake. 
Wipe the dust from that venerable book, 
And read his own heart while he there doth look. 

" No popery," no dogmatising pride. 
Blind to the merits of the other side, 
No angry railing at another's creed, 
Chafing and snorting like an unbroke steed. 

Away with this, and charity instead. 
Which to promote His blood the Saviour shed. 
Died on the cross our peace with God to win. 
And heal thereby the mortal wounds of sin. 

July 28, 1859. 



THE SHEPHEED'S CHIEF MOURNER. 
Snt E. LAin)SEEK*s Pictube. 

Death's strong arm has puUed him down, 

Lately strong as British oak. 
Who had never seen a town. 

With its dust, and dirt, and smoke. 
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Lately with his faithful hound, 

He a truant sheep did track, 
O'er the hills until he found, 

Found and brought the truant back. 

Sharer of his Master's bread. 

The companion of his days, 
I^ow he mourns his Master dead, 

And the dog its grief betrays. 

Sobs, and sighs, and howls, and moans. 

From the coflBhi will not rise. 
And its sorrow hopeless owns. 

The room filling with its cries. 

Conscious that that gloomy pall. 

Wraps its master and its friend, 
Friend, companion, lord, and all. 

Envious time or earth could lend. 

Hope hath perished, and despair. 
Hath benumbed that noble hound ; 

Few, ah few, his grief to share. 
Chief amongst the mourners found. 

August 2, 1859. 
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THE TUSCANS TO THEIR DUKE. 

It is too late to abdicate. 
We'll have nor son nor father, 

Away, away, than bear your sway. 
Death and destruction rather. 

Yain is the aid, of Austrian blade. 
Of Austrian gun and bayonet. 

We'll fight and die for liberty, 
For serve we must not, may not. 

On the sword's edge, an oath we'll pledge, 

Earth, air, and sea attesting, 
From Alps to sea, we wiU be free, 

Our fortune none arresting. 

Bound each to each, by blood and speech. 

We'll be confederating ; 
No more of hate 'twixt State and State, 

For good, for evil, mating. 
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Back we'll restore the days of yore, 

The olden times reviving ; 
And free as Qreece, in arts of peace 

And conunerce we'll be thriving. 

August 3, 1859. 

CHAKITT. 

What is charity ? lending 

Money at no per cent : 
Hundreds and thousands spending, 

And still to spend content. 

Is it the poor in feeding, 

And sending none away, 
To stanch the hearts when bleeding, 

To none to answer "nay?" 

Is it the sick in tending. 

Dispensing oil and wine j 
Until the pain is ending 

Hope never to resign ? 

Is it in reconciling, 

Friends who had quarrelled long. 
The dupes of one reviling 

With busy wicked tongue ? 
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These it may be including. 
All, one, or two, or three, 

Yet be the man deluding, 
"Who boasts of charity. 

"Who God with truth is loving, 
Will love his fellow too, 

By that, this feeling proving. 
To that, this feeling due, 

August 6, 1859. 



RELIGION. 

Religion's not a form of speech. 
Made up of words and phrases, 

'Tis not a long discourse to preach. 
To dreaming which betrays us. 

It is not turning up the eyes. 
And looking at the ceiling, 

Nor is it uttering groans and cries. 
And such strong signs of feeling. 

'Tis not a Sabbath ne'er to miss, 
To church or chapel going, 
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'Tis not in that, 'tis not in this, 
Not kneeling, 'tis nor bowing. 

'Tis in the conquest of the will, 

That to a law subduing, 
Contending, struggling, battling still, 

And valiantly doing. 

In peace and love the faith to hold, 
Nor sneer, nor threat deterring, 

In Christ's good service brave and bold. 
And wise though sometimes erring. 

Meek, but of independent mind. 

Trespass to no one doing. 
To human praise or censure blind, 

In spite, the right pursuing. 

With broken, contrite heart to pray. 

Against some sin besetting. 
Intrepid holding on his way. 

Forgiving and forgetting. 

Until his Father heavenward call, 

{** Come up," the summons saying) 
His dust be wrapped with velvet pall. 
His soul the call obeying. 
August 7, 1859. 
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FREEDOM. 



Who's the freeman ! of his freedom, 
"Who doth boast with braggart's speech, 

I would undertake to lead him, 
With a collar and a leash. 

What is freedom ? 'tis the action 
Of a sound and healthy mind. 

Without strain or counteraction, 
To oppose it, or to bind. 

The free movement of the being, 

Every organ balanced well, 
All the senses weU agreeing, 

Like the choir's harmonious sweU. 

'Tis the play of each emotion, 

Of the active human soul. 
Free and equal, like the ocean. 

In its movements at the pole. 

Star-like in the orbit moving, 
The Creator doth assign, 
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still believing, hoping, loving, 
Lovely, fruitful like the vine. 

In a living God believing, 

In a living Father too, 
Ne'er his Holy Spirit grieving, 

Yielding love, his tribute due. 

Erom that Spirit back obtauung. 

Love again in double store, 
like the showers the clouds are raining. 

Which the sunlight upward bore. 

August 18, 1859. 



m MEDIO TUTI88IMUS IBIS. 

Steering half-way from the shore, 

And thou shalt do well. 
Vainly •shall the tempest roar, 

And the torrent swell. 

ITearer sail, and thou shalt rue, 

Banger on each side, 
But the middle path pursue, 

Of the river's tide. 
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Life's a river on its tide. 
Keep the middle way, 

Perils frown on either side. 
Ready to betray. 

But in vain those perils press, 
Furrow through the tide, 

Fortune shall thy journey bless. 
Ever at thy side. 

If the warning thou despise, 

Tremble for the end, 
Stormy waves and frowning akies^ 

Shall their fury spend. 

August 24, 1859. 



IXNES. 

Joy and sadness sweetly blending. 
In that fair and lovely face. 

An unspoken charm are lending 
An unutterable grace. 

JSTot that sorrow's breath is breaking 
The still crystal of her peace. 
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Nor that revel mirth is making 
In her bosom, soon to cease. 

1^0 ! but in that mingled feeling, 
There's a depth which baffles both, 

Just as if a Gk)d were sealing 
On that brow a lover's oath. 
August 26, 1859. 



TO NAPOLEON.— THE ITALIAN DUCHIES. 

Better not helped at all, than now 

The work youVe done, undo ; 
If so, you will forswear your vow. 

When you your weapon drew. 

Leave them alone, — ^this all the boon, 

This all the boon they ask. 
Freedom of will to work, then soon 

They will complete their task. 

Let England's press be loud to tell, 

A warning and in time ; 
And the conspirators compel 

To hasten from the crime. 

£2 
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Let England's people too unite, 

The trespass to prevent, 
And help the cause of truth and right, 

Against the bad intent. 

For England knows what freedcwn's worth. 
Its cost iQ wealth and blood, 

A precious jewel in the earth. 
For every people good. 

Be it her righteous mission then. 

To help the sacred cause, 
Which gives to the Italian Men, 

Arts, sciences, and laws. 

Au^n^ 27, 1859. 



WAE. 

War is the game of Eings, 
Crowns are the stakes to win. 

The pawns are living things. 
Arranged upon the plain. 

Those pawns the players pass 
About the dusty field , 
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Mass rolling still on mass. 
Till one or other yield. 

As move on move is made. 

Check to that King or this, 
From many a glittering blade. 

Which ne'er its stroke doth miss. 

'Tis hard to tell the odds, 

Before the game begins, 
By favour of the Gods, 

Or else by skill he wins. 

Best as in days of yore. 

When Chief with Chief engaged, 

And on his foeman bore, 
And single combat waged. 

Alafl in days we live, 

Too civilised for this, 
Our lives to death we give, 

And court the mortal bliss. 



August^ 1859. 
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ON READING IN THE C0N8TITUTI0NEL 
THAT NAPOLEON WOULD NOT PERMIT 
AN ARMED INTERVENTION TO RESTORE 
THE ITALIAN DUKES. 

The days are back retuming, 

The goodly days of yore, 
"When science, arts, and learning, 

A precious harvest bore. 

"When poetry and sculpture, 
And painting too did thrive, 

Before the Austrian vulture. 
The whole away did drive. 

When Genoa's ships were bearing 
The commerce of the world ; 

With seamen bold and daring, 
With banners brave unftirled. 

When Venice was commanding. 

The Adriatic waves. 
And on her Isles were landing 

Free men, not crouching slaves. 
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Wlien verse to music married, 

A glorious offspring bore, 
The prize when Dante cairied, 

Laurels when Tasso wore. 

When Aiiosto chanted 

His song of noble rhyme, 
And young Italians panted 

To match his verse sublima 

Back are those days returning, 
Those glorious days of yore, 

Por which we all are burning, 
And striving to restore. 

!N'apoleon hath spoken, 

"Let Italy be free," 
With joy we hail the token. 

The pledge of liberty. 
August 31, 1859. 

THE AMNESTY GEANTED BY THE FEENCH 
EMPEEOE. 



TO NAPOLEON. 

'Tis nobly done, to pardon who hath learned, 
A triumph's won, a noble victory earned. 
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In battle brave, in this more valiaat still, 

Nor did they crave, 'twas of thine own free will. 

*Ti8 great to give, the liberal hand is blessed, 
But to forgive, is greatest, noblest, best. 

The man in this, loses his human leaven, 
The highest bliss, upon this side of heaven. 

Back home again, the Exiles now return. 
Eight noble men, for France's fame who bum. 

The ties bind fast, which now your hands have bound> 
And they shall last, whole generations round. 

Then round your throne, will gather loyal men. 
Your power to own, and none rebel again. 

And France shall reap, rich harvest from the peace. 
In kine and sheep, in gold, in grain^ and fleece. 

And time shall heal, the wounds sedition made, 
A common weal, all classes sbaU pervade. 

And high and low, their ancient quarrel o'er, 
Together flow, like river on the shore. 

And God shall bless, the peace of class with class. 
Where none oppress, where none their orbits pass* 

September 2, 1859. 
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AS TO AN INYASION OF E]!^GLAND, BY 
FRANCE. 

England invade, what when ? 
Five times ten thousand men 
Ready the foe to meet, 
With welcome rough would greet. 

Each with his bayonet set. 
His foeman as he met. 
Would plunge it in his breast, 
Or do his very best. 

Before their foes could land, 
They'd meet them on the strand, 
Dash down into the tide. 
Their Captains at their side. 

Treading the briny foam. 
For honour and for home. 
For daughters, wives, and sons. 
Bravely they'd wield their guns. 

No Englishman, I think. 
Would from the battie shrink. 
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Who would, we'd brand his name, 
With characters of shame. 

Courage and common sense, 
Are England's best defence, 
And flesh, and bone, and nerve. 
Instead of bulwarks serve. 

The French we do not hate, 
We rather loved of late. 
But we could never brook, 
A Frenchman's saucy look. 

John Bull is rather slow, 
To quarrel with a foe, 
But when he has begun, 
'Tis rather serious fan. 

When once his wrath is hot, 
Then danger stops him not, 
He'll do his fiery work, 
On Frenchman, Eussian, Turk. 

September 5, 1859. 
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RYDAL, 



Eydal's charms unriyalled are, 
Travel wide or travel far, 
'Tis a beauty of its own, 
Girding like aa emerald zone. 

Narrow 'tis from shore to shore. 
With fair islands studded o*er, 
Fair as stars when winter reigns, 
Nor a cloud the sky profanes. 

In the air are maay sounds, 
Bleating sheep and baying hounds, 
Scream of heron, song of lark, 
ElappiQg sails upon the bark. 

Hounds, sheep, oars, and siQging bird, 
In one chorus all are heard. 
Each its tribute glad to lend. 
In one harmony they blend. 

Now upon the purple lake. 
See a cloud its shadow make. 
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Sweeps it onward to the shore, 
Soon pursued by many more. 

See the hills which gird it round, 
And the blue horizon bound, 
To the very summits green 
Lend their beauty to the scene. 

See the yellow rustic church, 
Peeping through the elm and birch, 
Standing in a sheltered nook, 
Just below yon silver brook. 

And association too. 
Lends its charms unto the view, 
With his name, his fame allied, 
Wordsworth, England's boast and pride. 

September 8, 1859, 



Tenants for life on earth, 
At death heaven ours in fee, 

Through Christ our Master's worthy 
Who died upon the tree. 
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Beversion of the skies, 

Ours by his death obtained, 

At what a costly price 

The inheritance was gained. 

He left his heavenly throne, 
Here as a man to live, 

To fast, and weep, and groan, 
Th^t he might sin forgive. 

Stamped with a worth divine, 
The work which he did here, 

Onr pardon he did sign, 
Onr trespasses did clear. 

And when His sun did set. 
And blood His cross defiled, 

Justice and mercy met, 
For ever reconciled. 



September 9, 1859. 



OPINION. 

In one united tide. 

Where several streams are flowing, 
Until then side by side. 

In parallel courses going. 
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Together when they come, 
In one vast river blended, 

Not by the separate sum, 
Unto the rest extended. 

Not so we multiply, 

The power. as on it floweth, 

Another rule must try. 

Its added power which showeth. 

It is the very same, 

When thought to thought's uniting, 
(Opinion we name). 

Or printed or in writing. 

Like one vast stream it goes. 

All barriers overbearing. 
Its power the strongest knows, 

Its influence the most daring. 

Tyrants its law obey, 
The very boldest tremble, 

And own its sovereign sway. 
However they may dissemble. 

Septemher 10, 1859. 
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TO A. C. ON HER BIRTHDAY, 
September 12, 1859. 

Awake, awake, 

And listen to my lay, 
And from me take 

A welcome, love, to-day. 

Even the birds. 

Their welcome also pay. 
Joining my words, 

On this auspicious day. 

They seem to say, 

<* Our welcome, lady take. 
On this bright day. 

Awake, awake, awake." 

" Awake, the skies. 

Look down with sunny lights 
Arise, arise. 

Oh lady fair and brightl 
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" The whispering trees, 
In notes hannonious play, 

The gentle breeze, 
Is joining in the lay." 

" Then lady wake, 
And at thy lattice show. 

Our welcome take, 
Onr boon, a smile bestow." 

September, 1859. 



TO TEN]!nrSON. 

Musician, painter, both in one. 
Thine art combines, of Tennyson, 
Words drop like colours from thy pen. 
When thou describest scenes or men. 

When thou describest woman too. 
Thou paintest with the brightest hue. 
Fresh from the rainbow seems thy pen, 
Thou art without a rival then. 

Then thy descriptions sweetly grand, 
Upon the highest scale they're planned, 
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The highest any one could reach, 
And perfect in itself is each. 

The man, the woman, both we see, 
Each perfect in their symmetry. 
Magnificent the man as Jove, 
And she the very type of love. 

He with his beard of grisly black, 
She with her ringlets down her back. 
Teasing the giant to declare 
His love, and playing with his hair.* 

A fairy wand, oh bard, thou hast. 
Evoking figures of the past. 
In all their living ways they stand. 
The creatures of thy magic wand. 

Sometimes thy voice is like a dirge, 
Or like the sea's fall sounding surge. 
Or like the cry of plundered bird, 
"When for its fledgelings it is stirred. 

Or like the river in its march. 

When flashing through the spanning arch, 

♦ See Idyls. 
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Thy verse as fresh, as strong, as free, 
Or like the music of the sea. 

A varied excellence is thine, 

Thou hast the smiles of all the niae, 

A very Milton in thy strength. 

In depth, in height, in breadth, and length. 

In flexibility of tone 
Thine excellence is all thine own : 
Mcthinks, like Orpheus, with thy lute. 
That thou couldst tame the fiercest brute ; — 

Bend to thine own its savage will. 
Thou playest with such wondrous skill. 
The Mauritanian lion chain. 
The leopard on the Indian plain. 

September 17, 1859. 



LUTHER. 

His was the metal of the sterling coin, 
A noble man erect upon his feet ; 

Courage and love in him did sweetly join, 
As when in one two different colours meet. 
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Like the fierce blast the pealing trumpet rings, 
Such were the words this lion-hearted spoke ; 

Not words indeed they were, but living things, 
Subduing foes at each tremendous stroke. 

In earnestness of soul a very Paul, 
In zeal, enthusiasm, strength of mind ; 

Like his of Tarsus too, he had a call, 

Whilst to the truth his intellect was blind — 

Like Paul of Tarsus, he the call obeyed, 
Girt on his armour like a warrior true ; 

The shield of faith, truth's polished glittering blade, 
And to the foe a loud defiance blew. 

He stamped his image on aU future times. 
The world esteems him yet as its best Mend ; 

Bang out his words like sweet cathedral chimes, 
And with the earth's wide harmony do blend. 

For man, he gave himself with all his powers, 
With cheerful wiU submitting to his fate, 

Which gave him up to solitary hours, 
And to the frowns and hatred of the great. 

A brave, true man, with strong and iron will. 
Battling for truth with all his might and main, 

F 2 
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With wondrous fortitude, consummate skill, 
Mocking at Bulls, and penalties, and pain. 

And when on earth's cold lap his head he laid, 
"Worn out with laboiir, suffering, and toil. 

Gladly his Master's mandate he obeyed. 
As fiew his spirit from its mortal coil. 

His name alone gives strength to feeble hands. 
Labouring for truth's great cause in many a £eld, 

At home in England, and in foreign lands. 
Fanning their courage when about to yield. 

To Luther thanks for liberty and light, 
Mind's victory o'er every other force. 

Patience to suffer, courage on to fight. 

And win the prize, like the triumphant horse. 

September 19, 1859. 



Hail, memory's daughter, first of aU the muses, 
Happy the man thee for his guide who chooses, 
And offers sacrifices on thine altar. 
With prayers from lips which stammer not nor falter ! 
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Few have thy favour won, unto the bravest 
And truest of mankind thy gifts thou gavest ; 
Thy first, best gifts unto old Homer granting, 
Troy's tale divine when he in Greece was chanting. 

Back to the ears of those who heard restoring. 
When Helen fair with Paris went a- whoring. 
Leaving her husband for the handsome stranger, 
Willing with him to hsizard every danger. 

Bright glows his page, th' aurora borealis. 
Contrasted with his colours, dark and pale is ; 
The seven-striped bow of summer is not brighter 
Than are the pages of that blind reciter. 

Th* illustrious dead still in their works are breathing, 
For their cold brows we laurel chaplets wreathing, 
Unconscious they, or wholly disregarding. 
Their sense of noble worth their best rewarding. 

A chosen few, scarce more than half-a-dozen, 
Each unto each in mind a german cousin^ 
In blood and lineage though unrelated. 
For one, at least a thousand summers waited. 

And, like the glorious sun when day is rising, 
So shone the great one on the earth's horizon, 
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Bright golden light unto its simunits lending, 

And night's dark curtain with the brightness rending. 

A glorious fellowship those living wonders, 
Their voices clear and strong as tropic thunders, 
Large hearted men, mind with affections blending, 
All their great powers for men their fellows spending. 

September 30, 1859. 



PBAISE. 

Praise is an incense fired by love. 
Prayer its sweet odour blending. 

Up to the throne of God above 
Erom loving hearts ascending. 

And should that incense cease to bum. 
Quenched by an act of sinning, 

(As the dimmed lamp within the urn) 
An evil life beginning ; 

A contrite spirit shall restore 

(The sinner self-accusing) 
That sacred incense as before, 

£y sin which he was losing. 
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In heaven until the sinner stand 
(No need there of repenting) 

Amidst the bright angelic bond, 
No longer space preventing. 



October 5, 1859. 



RELIGION AND SCIENCE. 

Religion is the knowledge of the true. 
In God, and nature, and possessed by few. 
By fewer coveted ; science and art 
Then of religion constitute a part. 

Can that an utterance give which these deny ? 
Give to the sacred oracles the lie ? 
Then speak they false which time wiU prove at last, 
And in new moulds of thought opinion cast. 

Man knows but little, and that little's dressed 
With error, tUl sometimes the truth is lost ; 
The leavening miicture to the fire must yield. 
Ere the pure gold is to the eye revealed. 

There's undiscovered truth still buried deep. 
Which in the bowels of the earth doth sleep ; 
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Faith waits in patience, working on to find. 
And cheeiB and aids the scientific mind. 

If truth's £Edr jewels all were won, the man 
Must be remade upon a different plan, 
Or Nature's great machine be let run down. 
No place for hope, no laurels for renown. 

No ; we must wait and work, work is our doom. 
Until at last we're carried to the tomb ; 
Truth must preyaiLy science at last must say 
To God's true word a loud, emphatic " yea." 

October 15, 1859. 



EOBEET STEPHENSON. 

Though bom of parents humble. 
Great was his father yet, 

And granite rocks shall crumble 
Ere his son we forget. 

Earth's wonders multiplying 
By force of steam and mind. 

His name shall be undying, 
In honour's temple shrined. 
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Behold that mighty wonder, 

XJnitmg shore to shore, 
(Through which the engines thunder,) 

Bridging the Menai o'er. 

The river Conway spanning, 

. Another bridge behold ; 
This work his mind was planning, 
Impossible though told. 

'Twere endless to be saying 

What other works were done. 
No obstacles dismaying, 

No labour did he shun. 

He wrought with zeal untiring, 

Unwearied to the end. 
But even a jframe of iron 

Beneath such toil must bend. 

Beneath such heavy burden 

His soul at last gave way ; 
He'd won the priceless guerdon 

Death cannot take away ; — 

His country's love and praising, 
The world's, creations wide ; 
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A pseau men are raising 
Unto his country's pride. 

All that she can bestowing, 
A tear the widow pays, 

Love's obligation owing, 
She adds her silent praise. 

His name the poor are praising, 
And in deep rev'rence hold, 

Yes, many a hearth is blazing, 
"Without him which were cold. 

In life's full vigour smitten. 
Our Stephenson doth rest. 

Weep not, is it not written, 
" Quod est optimum est?" 

October 17, 1859. 



I can sing of love and wine, 
I can sing of maidens' eyes. 

Shining with a light divine. 
Like the stars in summer skies. 
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I can pipe and I can sing, 

With the favour of the nine, 
Like the rashing, mountain spring, 

Flowing past the mountain pine. 

I can sing of neighing steeds 
Champing at the tightened rein, 

I can sing of valor's deeds 
Done upon the battle plain. 

I can sing with love's soft notes 

Gentle as the vernal shower. 
Or the lute whose music floats 

To the listening maiden's bower. . 

1 can sing with louder key, 

Notes of passion and of scorn ; 
Or as gently as the bee. 

Sipping at the flowery thorn. 

I can sing of battles won. 

Tell the onslaught and the shock ; 

With the flying squadron run. 
At the rout and carnage mock. 

I can sing of brandished spears. 
Lances shivered Hke the glass, 
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I can fiiiig of widow's tears, 
Orphans' cries — ^but let it pass. 

I can sing with ready words 
And to music roughly wed, 

Catch the melody of birds 
From the shady beeches shed. 

November 4, 1859. 



Flows from the mind a stream of thought, 

Ah whither is it flowing. 
By space like vapour is it caught. 

An endless journey going ? 

Who can trace back the earliest wave, 
From which that stream was springing ? 

Or say what force its impulse gave. 
Truth from its fountain bringing. 

That stream of thought no barriers stay, 

Wave unto wave succeeding. 
Through every moment of the day, 

XJnintermittent, speeding. 
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No sound its gentle course betrays, 

Nor wide its current ranges : 
Onward, nor death that river stays, 

Its course it only changes. 

Through other spheres its tide shall run 

Eemote from its beginning ; 
Far, far, away beyond the sun, 

No ocean ever winning. 

November 11, 1859. 



When I see a pretty face 

Underneath a bonnet. 
All the characters I trace 

"Which are stamped upon it. 

Is it marked with pride and scorn 

And is anger blending, 
Or with passion is it worn, 

Deeper shadows lending ! 

Sad, I see its beauty marred, 
PaulUe^s though the moulding. 



7B POEMIS. 

Nor would I the prize award, 
If my hand were holding. 

On another then I look 
Of a gentler meaning, 

Features open as a book» 
"No artifice screening. 

Humour, wit, a polished mind, 
That index revealing, 

And a heart both good and kind, 
There its impress sealing. 

Pity mingling with the rei^t 
All the rest doth leaven. 

In that gentle woman's breast 
Like a little heaven. 

Deceniber 17, 1859. 



MAN IMMORTAL— A FEW PEOOFS. 

By his praising, by his praying, 
Man's immortal, they are saying. 
Though his body be decajring. 
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By the thoughts which ho is thinking, 
To a state immortal linking, 
From annihilation shrinking. 

By his suffering, by his sorrow, 
By his hopes of each to-morrow ; 
From the future still we borrow. 

By his sinning, and repenting, 
By his fasts at seasons lenten. 
By his anger and relenting. 

By the truth which he is telling. 
Honesty in buying, selling. 
Against eyil his rebelling. 

By the flight which he is taking. 
To the stars his journey making. 
Earth and all that's earth's forsaking. 

In a moment soaring yonder. 
Fast the region of the thunder 
There to meditate and wonder. 

Higher, higher, higher, moimting, 
Flanets, stars, by thousands counting, 
Up to light's eternal foimtain. 
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Dying maa tbis truth attesteth. 
When his mortal foe he breasteth, 
Ere in final peace he resteth. 

Immortality he teaches, 

When his voice in quiet speeches, 

God's forgiving love beseeches. 

December 11, 1859. 



THE MISEE. 

Thy riches tell till nature faint, 
With figures fill thy book ; 

Look on the picture which I paint 
Oh wretched miser look. 

Behold the features of the mau. 
Eyes in their sockets simk. 

Behold his cheeks all pale and wau. 
All pale and wan and shrunk. 

In chamber lit with feeble lamp 

His riches he doth tell, 
In chamber comfortless and damp 

As burial vault or well. 
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Sjb shadow shows upon the wall. 

Like spectres in the gloom, 
And dismal as a funeral pall 

Within that wretched room. 

He counts until the golden hills 

Beveal the coming mom, 
Then with his gold the coffers fiUs, 

With toil and watching worn. 

Then on a wretched pallet sleeps 

Till eve again comes round, 
Dreaming of robbers, wails, and weeps, 

And starts at every sound. 

Man, waken to a nobler aim. 

Disclaim this cursed lust, 
A wretch, the meaning of thy name. 

Thou groveller in the dust. 
December 22, 1859. 

TO LORD SHAFTESBURY. 

High is the standard which thy conscience willeth. 
The standard's high, but well thy life folfiUeth, 
Thy moral sense unto the highest reacheth. 
Thy life its practice eminently teacheth. 
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Lessons of love, whilst thy heart is learning, 
Like beacon on a hill thy life is bnming, 
Jesus thy Lord and Master imitating. 
Thy life His life is sweetly illustrating. 

In every work of good thy hand is sharing ; 

not the coronet thy brow is wearing, 

not the ermine which thy robe's adorning, 

(These for themselves alone thy heart is scorning.) 

Not the baronial hall where thou art dwelling, 
Not the broad meadows into distance swelling. 
Through thy demesne not the fair river flowing 
Upon its banks where ancient oaks are growing. 

Not noble blood which through thy veins is running. 
Not star, or garter, intellect, wit, cunning ; 
Not manly beauty (though this too possessing) 
And not thy children's love and fond caressing ; 

not in this or these is thy deserving. 
But in thy fellow-creatures' love and serving. 
The poor man's rights and privileges pleading, 
Unto thy country for them interceding. 

This is thy merit, Ashley, and high guerdon, 
Pailure in this thy greatest grief and burden, 
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But thou shalt win, though not at onco succeeding 
Por Qod with thee unto our hearts is pleading. 

December 23, 1859. 

TO GEORGINA, 

OK HBB NINETEENTH BIBTHDAY, DEC. 30, 1859. 

The river from its native hill, 

Soon wanders far away, 
Meandering through the vale at will. 

Unto the distant hay. 

As on it flows each little rill, 

Which floweth at its side. 
Since first it left its native hill, 

Contrihutes to its tide. 

Until within its banks at last. 

It flows a mighty tide, 
With current strong and free and fast 

On which the vessels glide. 

Thus has your spring-time run its way 

As fair, as free, as fast; 
Bright as a golden summer's day, 

So has your childhood passed. 

o 2 
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Of the past years the added sum 
Leaves you, love, just nineteen, 

The first mom of another's come, 
With breath so cold and keen ; 

The herald of another year. 
Which counteth into time. 

As sounds the bell of midnight clear 
From the spire's distant chime. 

A prayer to God, love, I address. 
Who made the world and thee, 

That He would all thy journey bless. 
Thy goide and guardian be 

Until thou reach the distant sea 
Which boundeth Hfe and time. 

The ocean of eternity, 
Deep, fathomless, sublime. 

December, 1859. 



THE WILL FEEE. 

To take or leave, free is my will. 
To leave or take my God allows ; 
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To choose the good, to choose the ill. 
The truth to speak, or break my vows. 

And if I serve beneath a law, ' 

It is a service self-imposed, 
My own free will my mind doth draw. 

Unto constraint it is opposed. 

Twixt Gk>d and Satan I can choose, 
The power to do so proves me free ; 

The object which my will pursues, 
Or good or evil it must be. 

If under Satan I enrol, 

And in my hands his bamier hold, 
Gk)d gave that freedom to my soul, 

Leaving my will quit^ uncontrolled. 

But if on Gk)d I lean, and write 

My name upon His muster-roll, 
I exercise a freeman's right. 

The right of au unfettered soul. 

Free in my will to Christ I pray 
The better part that I may choose. 

Lest I be on the Judgment Day 

Condemned when Satan shall accuse. 

December 28, 1859. 
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THE TEINITY. 

In this greatest mystery 
One'a the total sum of Three, 
Father, Son, Eternal Word, 
And the Holy Ghost the third. 

lake the notes within the scale. 
Where no single one doth fail, 
Diverse each, yet all agree, 
lake the great mysterious Three. 

Understanding, spirit, soul. 
Make a perfect man and whole. 
Any broken, breaks the chain. 
Single cannot be nor twain. 

Like the colors which unite 
TJnrefracted make a white, 
Broken, parted into seven. 
Such this mystery of Heaven. 

December 28, 1859. 
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THE LAST DAY OP THE YEAR. 

The day departs to Western skies, 

The last of 'ja%-iiiiie, 
And when to-morrow's sun shall rise, 

On 'sixty it wiU shine. 

When midnight fix)m the spire shall toll, 
As strikes the twelfth and last. 

This shall he wrapped in Time's great scroll 
And numhered with the past 

Like letters written on the shore, 

Men leave their names hehind, 
Which Time's great ocean sweepeth o'er, 

Then vain the task to find. 

When this year's nnmhered with the dead, 

And counted with the past, 
Will that he good which comes instead 

WiU that run out as fast ? 

I do not know, hut hope it may, 

Por better it may be. 
Than this which passeth now away 

Unto Time's ebbing sea. 
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I hope the mornings of its spring 
Will shine with brighter skies, 

I hope its summer sons will bring 
Joy to the hearts I prize. 

I hope its winter fires will glow 
With brighter ones than this, 

Its Christmas revels merrier go 
With carol, glee, and kiss. 

December, 1859. 



LORD MACAULAY. 

DIED DEGEMBEB 28tH, 1859. 

Death ! how thon thirstest and cravest. 
And callest the best and the bravest ; 
With the noblest, the wisest, and greatest, 
Thy ravenous appetite satest. 

Essayist, Poet, Historian, 

Thy name well thy country may glory in ; 

Fancy and Intellect mating, 

Nature's rare gifts cultivating. 
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Like music the roll of thy verses, 

The page which Eome's stories rehearses. 

In verses magnificent singing, 

lake chimes when the church bells are ringing. 

In prose then wast chiefly excelling, ^ 
CHve's, Hasting' 8, history telling, 
Londonderry's besieging and slaughter, 
Boyne's battle which crimsoned its water. 

Whilst James and his pedantry lashing, 
Dark stains from our history washing, 
To Cromwell and Puritans giving 
The praise which they wanted when living. 

To Charles wMlst his due not denying. 
His perfidy showed and his lying, 
With pen unrelenting recording, 
And sentence with justice awarding. 

His prose like a river is flowing, 

With the hues of the iris is glowing ; 

His dust is no monument needing. 

In his name his best praise we are reading. 

January 4, 1860. 
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England, prepared for every foe, 
Stand well upon thy guard. 

Always a front undaunted show, 
Eeady to strike and ward ! 

Thou hast no will to fight or seek 

A foe beyond thy shore ; 
But not because thy hand is weak. 

Or thy heart brave no more. 

No, 'tis because thou'dst rather do 

Thy peaceful labors here. 
Plough up thy fields, thy harvests sow, 

Thj ricks in autumn rear. 

Thy silks and cottons buy and sell. 
Barter thy wares for gold. 

Thy gains against thy losses tell. 
Glad when the sum is told. 

Peace thou dost love at any price 
Short of thy children's shame ; 

Farther than this would be a vice 
And thine immortal blame. 

To this thou never wilt submit, 
!N'o, rather fighting die. 
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With thy good weapons as is fit, 
And every foe defy. 

Then arm and staad upon thy guard, 
Firm agamst every foe ; 

The weapons aimed at thee ward, 
Nor strike the earliest blow. 

Jatmary, 1860. 



THE GEOWTH OF OPINION. 

Opinion is of recent growth, 
Not long its root was planted ; 

Now leaves and bloom it has them both. 
Only the fruit is wanted. 

And that ere long shall gathered be 

(No hindrances letting) 
Upon that goodly spreading tree 

Wbere now the bloom is setting. 

Then be it ours the tree to tend, 
And prune it while we cherish, 

And from the blast its leaves defend. 
For fear its fruit should perish. 
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An infant tree it ifl as yet, 

Though a strong life possessing, 

But when its perfect strength is set 
No outward thing shall lessen. 

And when matured that nohle tree 
In life developed living, 

Beneath its shade the wise shall be 
Laws to the nations giving. 

Janvaryy 1806. 



TO THE QUEEN. 

The viper biting at the file, 

As harmless ill to do, 
As were the word of slander vile, 

If Lady aimed at you. 

But there is not the wiU to harm. 
So good so true a name, 

Dispelleth evil like a charm, 
And wardeth slander's aim. 

The sceptre in thy gentle hand, 
(How fair without a glove !) 
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Is not a weapon of command^ 
A token 'tis of love. 

A title to our love thou hast. 

Which time cannot erase, 
Based on the memory of the Past, 

And hope of brighter days. 

Of brighter, though the past were blight 

Hope still for brighter prays, 
And gilds the future with its light, 

Bright as of summer days. 

Porgiye the hand which these indites. 

These rude and artless lines, 
It is a loyal hand which writes, 

A loyal l^uid which signs. 
January, 1860. 



When the steed the battle smelleth. 
When he hears the trumpet peal. 

Starting at the sound he yelleth. 
Striking out with furious heel. 
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With his foot the dod he breaketh, 
Driying far the smnmer dust, 

"With his shrieks the echoes waketh, 
Loader than the northern gust. 

As the distant cannon sonndeth. 
As the ringing rifles play. 

O'er the meadow's fence he boundeth 
To the battle field away. 

The far booming cannon guiding, 
Off he dashes like the wind, 

With his cries the echoes chiding, 
Till the cherished spot he find. 

Onward, onward, never resting, 
Till the thickest of the fight, 

Guns and bayonets he is breasting, 
With his foam all over white. 

January^ 1860. 



TKE OKGAIT. 

I love the music of the organ's notes, 
Which o'er the ceiling of the temple floats, 
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Load as the thunder now when summer reigns, 
Now soft and thrilling as the woodland strains. 

To worship consecrated and to praise, 
The hearts of men to heaven those notes do raise, 
Ahove their common earthly sorrows raise, 
To heaven the seat of everlasting praise. 

How melts the heart subdued by music's power, 
Soothing its sorrow in affiction's hour. 
Lends wings to praise imtil the heaven it scales, 
And the bright presence of the angels hails. 

How sweet to hear the notes the organ pours 
On Sabbath mornings through the temple's doors. 
Standing within the porch when anthems rise 
From grateful hearts a chorus to the skies. 

As peals the music set to sacred words, 

It blendeth with th^ melody of birds, 

In one grand chorus all the voices blend, 

And through the purple vault to heaven ascend; 

And there with angel's harps and voices chime, 
A flood of song and melody sublime, 
The grateful tribute of adoring souls. 
Whose free, full tide for ever onward rolls. 
Januarify 1860. 
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TO ITALY. 

With wealth thy plainB when freedom fills, 
With plenty crowns thy teeming hills, 
Oh then the sorrows thou hast felt, 
Like snow in simshine soon shall melt. 

Thy pleasures then shall seem more bright 
By contrast with affliction's night, 
Like the fair blush which morning shows, 
Bright with the colour of the rose ; 

So shall thy joys as pleasant be. 
Like sunshine on a summer sea, 
No cloud to dim, no frost to chill. 
Or mar the freedom of thy will. 

Thy sons shall cultivate their vines 
Beneath a sun which alwayis shines. 
Shall plant their olives and their rice. 
And yearly reap their harvests twice. 

Oh then thy sons shall sing once more 
As once they sang in days of yore, 
And Petrarch's, Dante's, deathless strain, 
Be rivalled by thy sons again. 
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Thy maidens as their vines they reap, 
Or homeward tend their bleating sheep, 
TJnto the piping of their swains 
Shall sing along thy pleasant lanes. 

Thy nobles in the joy shall share, 
And at their sides their weapons wear, 
Ready their new-bom rights to guard. 
The blow to strike, the blow to ward. 

Janvary, 1860. 



Come boys with your rifles and targets attend, 
Sprung from those who at Cressy their crossbows 

did bend. 
The shots are not wasted which pierce the bull's 

eye. 
Your aim they will perfect when foes shall defy. 

Then shoulder your rifles and aim at the mark. 
Those Minies can bite, boys, can bite and can baxk, 
That target shall be in the place of the foe, 
As home to its centre your bullets shall go. 

H 
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Then shoulder your rifles^ and charging them well^ 
Each shot which you fire on the target shall tell, 
Then fire as you would on an enemy's breast 
Who braved you in battle ye sons of the West. 

" Prepared '* be your motto, the watchword you use, 
You seek not the battle but will not refuse, 
The challenge receiving hurl back with a cry, 
And win for Old England or gallantly die. 

January, 1860. 



My little lad, no sorrow yet 

Hath dimmed the azure of thine eyes, 
Not on thy brow a furrow set, 

No, sorrow from thy presence flies. 

My little lad, the peace you feel, 

Springs from a breast devoid of care ; 

Love on your forehead sets its seal, 
And prompts each night your evening prayer. 

Enough for thee, my little lad, 

Thy brimming cup, thy daily bread 
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Enough for thee that thou art clad, 
In tunic &ock of blue or red. 

My little lad, a loving word, 

Thou dost return to those who greet, 
Thou art as merry as a bird, 

And light and nimble on thy feet. 

My little lad, an atmosphere 

Of love surrounds thee all the day, 

To all around thee thou art dear, 
And well their love thou dost repay. 

My little lad, may (Jod provide 
A future pleasant as the past, 

And be thy Guardian and thy Guide 
Long as thy life on earth shall last. 

January f 1860. 



ON THE DEATH OF CAPTAIN HARRISON, 

DBOWNED AT SOUTHAMPTON JAN. 21, 1860. 

how sudden was his calling ! 
Like the tree in tempest falliag; 

H 2 
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Like the oak the wind is rending, 
When its fury it is spending. 

In its vigour stricken downward, 
Low it lieth on the greensward ; 
With its fair leaves all unsered. 
Green as ever they appeared. 

! as sudden was thy calling. 
Brave and gallant who art fallen, 
In thy vigour and thy beauty, 
At thy calling doing duty. 

And the hope which thou hadst cherished^' 
like a blossom it hath perished. 
In the spring when it decayeth, 
When the hoar frost on it preyeth. 

AU thy countrymen are grieving 
For thy sad and sudden leaving. 
And the widowed ship is lying 
With its colours half-mast flying. 

Of the future we were thinking. 
And thy name to glory linking, 
When with joy we should be hailing 
Thy good vessel homeward sailing. 
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But that fame, lamented Brother, 
Now is destined for another, 
And the harvest thou wast sowing 
Now is for another growing. 

A whole nation is lamenting, 
And its grief in sobs is venting, 
With thy orphans it is grieving 
For thy sad and solemn leaving. 

January, 1860. 



TO A. C. 

Thy heart I take, my heart I give. 

Fond as new mated doves ; 
"Who doth not love, he doth not live. 

He only lives who loves. 

Who loves, his heart sweet music plays 

Harmonious as a lute ; 
But he whom sweet love never sways. 

His unstrung heart is mute. 

None stands alone, all make one whole. 
Of differing speech and skin ; 
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^one stands alone, each human soul. 
To other souls is kin. 

Yes, of one common hlood we are, 
Though differing in degree. 

Allied as star is imto star, 
Howe'er remote they be. 

Love in the moral world of souls, 

Is stiU the central sun, 
Around its orb each being rolls. 

By its attraction won. 

January 13, 1860. 



ON A KOSE BUD. 

That pretty bud which seems to shun 

My observation as I pass. 
Perhaps a love gift, 'twill be won. 

For some fond pretty rosy lass. 

A token from an absent friend 

To some fond heart in kindness sent. 

That to the gift a charm would lend, 
When from thy parent thou art rent. 
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The link between two loving souls, 
Ah, who thy price can tell or weigh, 

The tide of passion as it rolls. 
Thy sweet attraction would obey. 

And thus association binds 

Things great and small as with a bond, 
In union links congenial minds, 

Stamping a worth thine own beyond. 

January \1, 1860. 



LORD MACAULAY INTERRED JAl^. 7, 1860, 

His title hath perished, but not so his name. 
That's linked for ever to glory and fame ; 
The fame of Macaulay's bound up with our own, 
"Witti the people 'tis shared, and the Queen on her 
throne. 

His spurs he won early, true knight of the pen ; 
He sketched like a master the manners of men. 
Their motives, their actions, their errors expressed, 
And loved best to write of the greatest and best. 
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His aim was most true where his arrows he shot, 
He gathered up knowledge where others could not ; 
His praise was sincere, as his censure was true, 
Impartial the pen which his characters drew, 

He stripped oj6P the mask which a likeness con- 
cealed, 
'* Veritas vincit," fit words for his shield ; 
The edge of his satire was polished and keen, 
"No quarter he gave to the false and the mean. 

where is his fellow ? 'twere foUy to seek. 
He stood like a rock in the midst of a creek ; 
Alone in his greatness, alone in his fame, 
A glory eternal is linked to his name. 

With the peers of the mind, with the nobles he lies, 
With theirs at the judgment his body shall rise. 
From his death sleep wake up with the brave and 

the wise. 
And seek with their spirits his home in the skies. 
January 23, 1860. 



NAPOLEO]^ I. 

Eoutine he shattered at a blow , 
And laid the ancient systems low ; 
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He laid his stxong hand on the press, 
And broke the power of the noblesse. 

At Austerlitz his guns blazed out, 
And Austria's cohorts put to rout, 
Won there the ancient iron crown. 
Which Charlemagne had handed down. 

At Jena shattered Prussia's might. 
As on its quarry darts the kite, 
So he, as th' avalanche which breaks. 
And the old moimtains' echoes wakes. 

The young Eepublic's gallant son. 
At Lodi first his laurels won. 
Struck at the giant till he reeled. 
The Italian jewel made him yield. 

The Alps resoimded to their tread. 
As o'er their heights his troops he led, 
The avalanches thundered past. 
Or at his feet their debris cast. 

The rosy tints on Simplon's snows 
Showed lovely as the morning rose. 
Their lonely path the moonbeams cheered 
As through the snow their way they steered. 
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Beneath that massiye silent brow, 
, A mine of thought lay deep and low ; 
As in the mine the golden store 
With rock and gravel covered o'er. 

An Etna bnmed within his breast, • 

With all his soul he hated rest ; 
He loved the battle and the strife, 
They were his very breath and life. 

Stem, cold, and proud, his thoughts he kept, 
lake smouldering fire within they slept. 
Until like Etna's fires they flamed. 
With ardent force which nothing tamed. 

Within that eye a pension lurked, 
Whose undercurrent strongly worked, 
With stem resolve and purpose fixed. 
Single, unswerving, and unmixed. 

He won, because resolved to win. 

Defeat to him the greatest sin, 

Crowns were the stakes for which he played, 

He practised well that cunning trade. 

Ambition never has a glut. 

He trod the snows with slippery foot, 
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. Of Arctic regions bleak and wild, 
And with his men's best blood defiled. 

There learned a lesson slow to learn, 
When then to France he did return, 
And led his shattered columns back, 
Upon their lately trodden track. 

Played out the game with wondrous skill 
And an indomitable wiU, 
When like a stag he stood at bay 
On Waterloo's tremendous day. 

There played the game and there he lost, 
When France and England bayonets crossed, 
Crimsoned with blood that glorious plain, 
In torrents like the tropic rain. 

As loudly pealed the trumpet's swell. 
Pierced to the heart the eagle fell. 
As the red drops the field did wet, 
Napoleon's star for ever set. 
January 21 y 1860. 

A WINTEE EYENING. 

Upon the hills the snow-drift lay. 
White as the bloom in balmy May ; 
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Whilst here and there a spot of green, 
Looked brightly out the drifts between. 

Bright shone the sun, a rosy hue, 
Its beams upon the snow-drift threw, 
Tinting it o'er with rosy streaks. 
Like those upon a maiden's cheeks. 

Keen was the air but clear and bright, 
The clouds glowed with a golden light. 
Reflecting back the setting sun. 
Like mirrors ere its light was gone. 

Their color changed as I gazed. 
Like furnace fires the vapours blazed. 
And then as more the day declined. 
With silvery light their masses shined. 

As sank the sun beneath the West, 
The clouds showed like a purple vest. 
And darker still and darker grew. 
Till night at last its curtain drew. 
January 30, 1860. 

0^ THE AEaUMEl^T AGAINST MIRACLES 
BY HUME. 

We see a part but not the whole. 
See Nature's wheels in play \ 
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Know earth doth round its axis roll, 
Producing night and day. 

We see the sunshine and the rain, 

The dew on summer's eve. 
Like diamonds sparkling on the plain, 

"We see and we believe. 

These day by day and night by night, 

A constant changeless roimd, 
And then unalterable write. 

By law primaeval bound. 

We read of wonders in a book 

By navigators told. 
Incredulous nor do we look, 

But true as truth we hold. 

Can these be true, and true believed. 

And those the Bible tells. 
By Jesus and His saints believed. 

Be false as broken bells. 

They form a part of that great plan. 

Which partially we see ; 
The whole shall not be known to man 

Until eternity. 

January, 1860. 
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TO THE SETTIll^G SUN. 

Bun ! a golden glory girds 

Thy fdnking in the sea, 
And the sweet melody of birds 

Thee greets from every tree. 

splendid orb 'tis fair to see 

Thy last departing ray, 
Flinging its light upon the sea 

And ycmder shining bay. 

To see the ships like golden things 
The glowing waters cleave, 

Sailing like birds with golden wings 
On this fair summer's eve. 

To see the daylight as it fades 

On hiU and dale away, 
To see the deep and purple shades 

Mantle the dying day. 

To bear the hoimd at distance bay. 

Sad as a funeral knell, 
As though unto the dying day 

He bayed a last farewell. 
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The hum of dying sounds to hear 
As all in one they blend; 

In unison, far off or near. 
Prom earth to heaven ascend. 
January^ 1860. 



TO GAEIBALDI THE ITALIAN PATRIOT. 

Hope of thy country, Eomans yet 

In Italy do live : 
Never thy country's wrongs forget, 

Never those wrongs forgive. 

At every pore Italia bled. 

At every purple vein. 
Fast, fast, the ebbing current sped. 

And free as April rain. 

Thou art a Roman every inch. 

Of sterling worth and wiU, 
Thy country's champion at its pinch. 

Thy country's champion stiU. 

No, Rome had ne'er a worthier son, 

A nobler child than thou, 
When Scipio at Carthage won, 

Fresh laurels for his brow. 
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Despair lil^e a torpedo dried 

Italia's vital spring ; 
Few ships came up at the fall tide, 

Her bards forgot to sing. 

The fields a scanty produce bore, 

Nor half the harvests gave ; 
Designed for commerce, Adria's shore 

"Was silent as the grave. 

Then Garibaldi came, 'twas time. 

The pulse was nearly still ; 
Longer delay had been a crime, 

Not to help was to kill. 

February 1, 1860. 

THE GEECIAN MYTHOLOGY. 

what a beauteous web they wove. 
Those noble Greeks of old. 

Who told of cloud-compelling Jove, 
Of Jimo too who told. 

And those who sprang from their embrace. 
Prom other mothers too, 

1 love their pedigrees to trace, 
And those old tales renew. 
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To read them in old Homer's page, 

That book of thriUing song, 
Treasured by each succeeding age, 

Through generations long. 

To read how Aphrodite rose, 

Near Cyprus' sunny isle, 
Where through the year the summer glows 

And flowers perpetual smile. 

While sported round the sea-nymphs fair, 

Companion to their Queen, 
With glowing looks and flowing hair, 

With jewels placed between. 

Of ITeptune, Vulcan, PhoBbus, Mars, 

Of sea, air, ocean, kings. 
And king of battles, sieges, wars. 

The blind old Poet sings. 

Sings of their quarrels and their feasts, > 

Their plots and their intrigues. 
Their passions common to the beasts. 

Their treaties and their leagues. 

Their meetings on Olympus' height. 
And their debatings there. 
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How Yulcan wound his meshes tight 
Eound Mars and Yenus fair. 

Of Bian and her nymphs he sang, 

And of Minerva wise, 
"Who from her father's forehead sprang, 

The ruler of the skies. 

Boldly and well the lines he drew 

"Which them diversified, 
Into a picture till they grew 

In hues unfading dyed. 

Which now is shining bright as then, 
Badiant with rainbow dyes. 

An admiration stiU to men, 
A priceless, changeless prize. 

February 2, 1860. 



TO GABIBALDI ON HIS MAEMAGE. 

Garibaldi, soldier true. 

Garibaldi take thy bride ; 
Prize unto thy valour due. 

Doing well on freedom's side. 
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In the heart which thou hast won> 
In the contract thou hast signed, 

For the brave deeds thou hast done, 
Fitting guerdon thou shalt find. 

Ouerdon, soldier, for the past, 
Ghierdon for the future too, 

Oaribaldi won thou hast, 
^0 thy deeds of valour due. 

Loudly pealed the marriage bell, 
As you drew the golden ring ; 

Soldier she has chosen well. 
Take the precious priceless thing. 

Take her to thy heart of hearts. 
As a jewel there enshrine ; 

TiU her Hfe or thine departs, 
Thou art hers, and she is thine. 

February 7, 1860. 



SOCRATES. 

True wisdom's son, mighty sag^, 
"Who stood'st with plummet line to guage, 

I 2 
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The humaa heart, its depths to well. 
And measure every little cell. 

To show its ebbing and its flow, 
Its spring-tide and its neap to show, 
Its storms, its calms, all these to chart, 
wise Athenian was thy part. 

Standing within the temple's porch. 
Kindling a;&esh religion's torch, 
Holding aloft the blazing light. 
Dispersing irreligious night. 

Of simple speech and simple garb. 
Each question told like pointed barb. 
Pierced to the marrow of the thing, 
Like arrow with its feathered wing. 

He drew his hearers by degrees 
From shallows to the deeper seas, 
There overwhelmed with doubt and fear 
Left them back their way to steer. 

Skilful alike in blow and fence. 

His weapon still was common sense. 

Whatever doctrine he did teach, 

A golden thread ran through his speech. 
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Of humour rich, of ready wit, 
He loved the groves, the crowded pit. 
At himself flimg, the satire heard, 
Smiling complacent at each word. 

The bowl he took with poison baned, 
Calmly the deadly mixture drained, 
And when the poison on him wrought. 
To yield his life, his pallet sought. 

man ! upon the largest scale 
Of moral grandeur, thee I hail. 

And as I study Plato's page, • 

1 seem to hear the Athenian sage. 

February 7, 1860. 



All, all have foes, the good, the wise, 

Some social canon breaks. 
Some narrow prejudice defies. 

And off its thraldom shakes. 

Perhaps his straightforwardness in trade, 
His fellows cannot brook, 



118 POEHB. 

For wliich a grudge is felt and paid, 
In many an angry look. 

Perhaps the faahion he offends, 

In hat, or coat, or shoes, 
Perhaps in clothes too little spends, 

In linen or in hose. 

He heeds it not, whose conscience free 
Upbraids him not nor blames ; 

Their angry looks he doth not see. 

At self-respect he aims. 

* 
Placid aad calm, a manly heart. 

He bears withia his breast ; 

Happy if he fiilfil his part. 

At least, or does his best. 

February 9, 1860. 



'Tis not the crown the monarch wears. 

The symbol of his state, 
'Tis not the sceptre which he bears 

That makes him high or great. 



POEMS. 119 

These are but symbols, signs of things, 

"Which soon away shall fade, 
And leave the very name of kings 

The shadow of a shade. 

The day is past, nor will return, 

When one from royal loins, 
A fool a monarch's wage did earn, 

A himdred thousand coins. 

"Wielding the rudder of the State, 

"With reckless untaught hands. 
Despising warning ere too late. 

The ship was on the sands. 

Bequeathing debts to future times. 
Like millstone's roimd our necks, 

(That not the smallest of their crimes) 
"Which still the nation vex. 

Still vex, and shall, for how alas. 

Can we the debt expunge. 
Unless over the sum we pass 

Upon the slate a sponge. 

The flashing sword, the booming gun, 
Their tens of thousands slew, 
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The widoVs cries, the orphaned son, 
The orphaned daughter too. 

But stay, fit tribute let me pay, 

To one exception here, 
Thy sceptre, Lady, we obey. 

And thy mild reign revere. 

Thy gentle reign thy people love. 
Thy liberal thoughts and wise, 

Our praises thou art far above. 
Slander thy name defies. 

February 9, 1860. 



WESTWAED. 

Westward, westward, brothers, all who 
Are with want and labour worn, 

Wesbrard, where the ground is fallow 
Ever since Creation's mom. 

"Westward with your spades and axes, 

There is labour for you all. 
Plenty harvests, scanty taxes. 

Westward, answer to the call. 
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Westward, westward, brothers flocking, 

Seek a kinder, better soil, 
Westward, here the ground is mocking 

All yonr labour, all your toil. 

Westward, there the forests cleaving. 
In their place your homestead's raise, 

Westward, in your God believing. 
Onward to the western bays. 

Brothers there your freight undoing. 

Up the rivers westward still. 
Still your westward way pursuing. 

With a strong, untiring will. 

February, 1860. 



The world's great worthies whilst they live, 
Praise we withhold, or grudging give. 
But when in death the great repose. 
From all then praise unstinted flows. 

By absence love grows more intense, 
Like light when shining through a lens, 
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.Each lay then to one focus brought, 
With light concentrated is fraught. 

Then envy flings away its pen ; 
Its poisoned barb drops malice then ; 
The critic writes his page of praise, 
"Who scolded well in former days. 

Then Punch prepares a mourning ode, 
Edged with border black and broad. 
And sings the virtues of the man, 
Whose failings once he loved to scan. 

Alas ! alas ! 'twas always so, 
Then paid the praises which we owe ; 
When death the closed book hath sealed, 
Psdans of praise by all are pealed. 

February 14, 1860. 



MUSIC. 

Music is the spirit speaking. 
In a language it has foimd, 

Long, ah, long which it was seeking. 
In the realms of space and sound. 
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The expression of a passion, 

Every mood its strains do snit; 
Now in notes of thunder crashing, 

Now as gentle as a lute. 

Heavenward now the strains ascending, 

Pitched by religion's key, 
With devotion's voices blending. 

Deep and solemn as the sea. 

Mirth to harmony is moulding, 

Notes with swifter pace which flow. 

And an instrument is holding, 
Through whose pipe its breath doth flow. 

Many a light and lively measure, 

Many a pleasant merry air ; 
Inexhaustible the treasure 

Which a merry heart doth share. 

Grief and sorrow too are venting 
What they feel in saddest strains, 

like the voice of one lamenting. 
Bound and fettered with his chains. 

Heavenly pity pale with grieving 
Over sorrows not its own, 
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Kindred harmonies is weaving, 
Pensive sitting all alone. 

Anger nigh the chords is rending, 
With the pressure of its hands, 

Notes discordant upward sending, 
With eyes flashing as it stands. 

There's a kin to every feeling. 
In the realms of sound and space, 

A similitude revealing, 
Like the features-of a face. 

February 17, 1860. 



JOHN WESLEY. 

With wondrous gifts of heart and mind endued, 
By fifty years of labour unsubdued. 
He toiled strong in Christ his Master's name, 
To censure as indifferent as to fEone. 

A man he was of open heart and brow. 
Never forgetting his baptismal vow, 
Preaching the word without disguise or fear, 
Eebuking sinners like an ancient seer. 
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Of feryent zeal by -wifldoDi tempered well. 
He told the joys of heayen^ the pains of hell. 
From God's pure word his doctrine pure he drew, 
Nor other Btandard saye that word he knew. 

His doctrine and his life were both agreed. 
And both from narrow bigotry were freed ; 
By man though persecuted and reyiled, 
He bore it meekly as a little child. 

Spared to old age, allowed by God to see. 
The seed he'd planted grown into a tree, 
Spreading its brancbes to the east and west, < 
By GK)d's good fa,yovi and His gr^ee too blessed. 

Brayely begun, his work he ended well, 
Lond was the cry of sorrow when he fell, 
Triumphant oyer death and sin and hell, 
A heayenly crown he won when "Wesley fell. 

February 18, 1860. 



TO THE SUN. 

Arise, son, with golden light 
Shine on the purple skies, 
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DLsperse the Bhadows of the night, 
golden sun arise. 

Arise, golden sun arise, 

The Eastern climes iUnme, 
Iiradiate the purple skies, 

Thy golden crown assume. 

The eagle eyes thy golden streaks 

From the horizon rolled. 
Girdling the lofty mountain peaks, 

As with a belt of gold. 

Arise, sun, and quench the stars, 

The heralds of the light; 
Quench too the fiery-crested Mars ; 

Dismiss them to the night. 

Into the purple as they fade. 
Lost in the brighteniug sky. 

As in its sheath the glittering blade. 
Upon the warrior's thigh ; 

Then as thy beams shall reach the vale. 
From many a sounding groye. 

The joyous birds thy dawn shall hail. 
And send their songs above. 
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Their matms smging to thy beams. 

Effulgent as they fly, 
As forth thy golden glory streams, 

O'er earth and sea and sky. 

February 23, 1860. 



A FLIGHT TO GEEECE. 

To Tempo's vale I love to fly 
On fancy's buoyant wing. 

There in some cool recess to lie, 
And an old lyric sing. 

Or on some mount, across the plains. 

To gaze on the Levant, 
The old Boeotian poet's strains. 

Or Sappho's there to chant. 

I love to travel Athens' streets. 
And back the days restore, 

When from Piraeus sailed her fleets. 
To many a foreign shore. 

And Sparta's unwalled city too, 
(Her sons for bulwarks stood) 
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Through fancy's glass I love to view, 
Beside Eurotus' flood. 

The halls to visit where they came, 

Those Spartan men of old, 
And practised many a manly game 

And stories heard and told. 

On black broth dined with onions dressed, 
And herbs of simplest kind ; 

They gave no better to a guest, 
And would no better And. 

I love to cross to Asia's shore. 

And swifter than the wind, 
To stand old Ilium's stones before. 

Or on the turf reclined. 

From Homer's page the blanks supply, 
Tho blanks which time hath wrought. 

See colors glittering to the eye, 
lake those the cloud hath caught. 

Stand where his son Hector embraced. 

And held hi-m in his arms. 
And on the ground his helmet placed, 

To soothe the child's alarms. 
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Then back again unto the shore. 

Where once Achilles grieved, 
And listened to the ocean's roar, 

Of Chrise's child bereaved. 

Oh Homer, Pindar, bards divine, 

Ulustrioua, noble two. 
Did you not drink the immortal wine, 

Por Jove which Hebe drew ! 

February 27, 1860. 



THE RELIGIOrS EEVIVALS. 

The thoughtless mock, and laugh, and sneer, 
When God's good Spirit strives, 

With sinners, causing them to fear, 
And change their wicked lives. 

The truth they hear, who never heard, 

Or only heard to mock. 
Their hearts subdued by the word. 

As hammers break the rock. 

He learns to pray who never prayed. 
Who never praised to praise ; 
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"Who God's good precepts disobeyed, 
Now cheerfully obeys. 

Who law aaid decency defied, 

Now sits at Jesus' feet ; 
He speaks the truth before who lied, 

He's honest who did cheat. 

The drunkard once who swore and raved, 

The tyrant of his house, 
"Who every human feeling braved, 

No longer doth carouse. 

True change of heart with grief begiDS, 

Before the work is done, 
There must be sorrow for one's sins. 

Or never pardon's won. 

Por me, with joy the work I hail, 
Which bears such fruits as these ; 

The work is GK)d's, and must prevail, 
Let man his scofing c^ase. 

February '28, 1860. 
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TO THE KING OF NAPLES. 

Though the volcano do not burst, 

Smoulder its fires beneath, 
Within the mountain's bosom nursed, 

Its summit soon to wreathe. 

Thou Pharaoh of the present days, 

Hardened to every sign ; 
Thy doom wiU come though He delays 

Who " Vengeance said is mine." 

A people's curses loud and deep. 
All day their monarch greet ; 

How canst thou wretched tyrant sleep, 
How canst thou drink and eat 1 

Into a monastery reel, 

There don the gown and cowl ; 
Dost thou not dread the polished steel, 

Or else the poisoned bowl ? 

Thou dost disgrace the name of king. 

Already sunk too low ; 
Thy judgment's spoken though delayed, 

The arrow's to the bow, 

K 2 
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Hence to the cloister, there on hope, 
Feed to thy heart's content ; 

There be advised by the Pope 
Thy mate in baoishment 

Is there no Brutus in the isle. 
To give the mortal aim ? 

And with thy blood his sword defile, 
thou degraded name. 

March 2, 1860. 



TO VICTOR EMMAISRJEL. 

Take the crown, 'tis thine by merit, 
Thou hast won it, Victor wear it. 
Take it and thy forehead wreathing, 
Italy again is breathing. 

Victor take that crown of glory, 
Wear it till thy hair be hoary ; 
Snatched from Italy's aggressors, 
Leave it, prince, to thy successors, 

Rome's old glory backward biingbg, 
Poets shall thy fame be singing, 
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Catch &om thee their inspiration, 
Italy again a nation. 

Some Tyrtaeus freedom fanning ; 
In his verses tyrants banning ; 
Unto noble deeds inviting, 
In the cause he singeth fighting. 

Liberty in every nation, 
Fires the torch of inspiration, 
'Tis the fire where genius gloweth. 
Whose warm breath its ashes bloweth. 

At all opposition spuming. 
Take the crown it is thine earning, 
For its sake thy sword unsheathing, 
Italy again is breathing. 

March 9, 1860. 



My God, for Thee my spirit sighs. 
When in the morning I arise, 
To Theie mine eyes I raise ; 
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For all the mercies of the night,. 
For midnight rest, for morning's light, 
Mine heart I lift in praise. 

When to my lahonrs forth I go, 
I dread no ill, I fear no foe, 

For Thou art at my side ; 
Although to sense Thou art unseen. 
Upon Thine arm of strength I lean, 

My Guardian and my Guide. 

Amidst the labours of the day. 
To Thee my God in faith I pray. 

To Thee for counsel go ; 
And then, then, my mind is clear, 
I have no doubts, I feel no fear, 

And strong in faith I grow. 

And when I seek my bed at night, 
Thou art to me instead of light. 

Until the sun arise ; 
Before I mingle with my kind, 
My heart shall seek Thee till I find, 

And bless the golden skies. 

March 5, 1860. 
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THE DEBATE IN THE COMMONS, 

Mabch 5, 1860, 

on the intended annexation to peance op 8ay0y 

AND NICE. 

Well spoken England's CommonB, your words shall 
fly abroad, 

And by your protestation Napoleon shall be awed, 

And hold the hand which would have snatched Sar- 
dinia's diadem. 

Savoy, the cradle of its house, Emmanuers prioelesft 
gem. 

Voices of reprobation have filled St. Stephen's walls, 
And by the people echoed back &om cottages and 

halls. 
And by the press of England their burden too is 

caught. 
That SBgis of her liberty, the citadel of thought. 

Ah, Victor, keep the Alpine heights, the barriers of 

thy throne. 
Nor let thy subtle neighbour annex them to his own, 
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Or thou shalt earn for the foul deed the penalty of 

shamey 
And history with words of scorn shall chronicle thy 

name. 

Yes, Victor hold them to the death, nor Savoy's 

crown resign ; 
A hardy race of mountaineers, a loyal people thine, 
A^nd hacked hy England's favor and Prussia's favor 

too, 
Fight for the harriers of the Alps heneath those skies 

ofhlue. 

March 7, 1860. 



TO THE ITALLAISTS. 

A thousaoid pounds to ten 

I'll wager on the end, 
If you Italian men 

Upon yourselves depend. 

Strong hands, hrave hearts are yours, 

You brave Italian men ; 
A patience which endures. 

Until the moment when. 
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Hoed not contempt and Bconiy 
Toil, heat, cold, hunger, dearth ; 

A nation is not bom 
Without the pangs of birth. 

The wounds are still unhealed. 

Your biting falchions gave, 
When Austria in the field, 

You met yon spirits brave. 

Heed not her empty threats, 

She has no heart to fight ; 
Overburdened with her debts 

She is in sorry plight. 

Napoleon, if he would. 

Dares not your purpose thwart ; 
After such waste of blood, 

'Twould be a foolish part. 

And that he would not do. 

For his would be the cost. 
Unto his folly due. 

If once Napoleon lost. 

Then wisely play the game, 
The stake before you lies ; 
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Onward in glory's name, 
And win the noble prize. 

March 9, 1860. 



TO DEATH. 

Oh monarch of the human throng. 
Oh tyrant cruel, stem, and strong, 
"Who can resist thy sovereign will 
When thou hast spoke the word to kill. 

The infiant on its mother's knee 
Oft, tyrant, is a prey to thee. 
Thy ruthless shaft its life doth seek. 
Regardless of its mother's shriek. 

The maiden in her summer bower. 
With beauty crowned in richest dower. 
May meet thee with a scornful lip 
But thou " wilthave her on the hip." 

The man with ninety summers white, 
StiU master of his ears and sight. 
Of steady hand and cloudless mind. 
Thy shaft e'en him at last doth find. 
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Oh. tyrant of the human throng, 
Cease, cease thy loud triumphal song, 
When the last Judgment's trumpet peals, 
O'er thee shall drive Christ's chariot wheels. 

March 16, 1860. 



THE SCEPTIC. 

An unbelieving mind 

Springs from a root of sin. 
And who to truth is blind. 

His heart is wrong within. 

What I cannot explain. 

Is that a cause to doubt ; 
How falls the summer rain ? 

Whence come the cold and drought ? 

Whence comes the wind ? and where 

Does it return again ? . 
What fibre makes the air ? 

Answer ye doubting men. 

Body and soul unite 
To make a living man ; 
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Tell me, cunning wight, 
Upon what mode or plan. 

"What's life ? the beating breast. 

The cogitating mind, 
Of life each is a part. 

What is it which doth bind ? 

What golden thread doth run 
All through the woven skeins. 

And binds all into one. 

Heart, muscles, nerves, and veins ? 

Indeed you cannot teU, 
Let others say more wise ; 

Then say not there's no hell, 
No heaven in yonder skies ; 

No ddvil and no God ; 

Oh maa without a creed ; 
Unto thyself a rod, 

Thine own the wounds which bleed. 

Believe ere tis too late ; 

The devils do so and quake, 
Or thou shalt be their mate 

Upon the fiery lake ! 

March 24, 1860. 
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OX THE AW yW T". X OF SAVOY TO 

Fonrazd the Iwlar/y ire elt:^ write, 
BiffiEireiice between the ted sid good. 

Figure the som in bl^ck znd wliitie. 
Or rather sij in ink of blood. 

Italy free at Ssrafs cost, 

A credit that a debit this ; 
Italy saTed and Savoy lost, 

Not large the fignre which we ndflB. 

Tyrants a ksscm have been taught^ 
Which shonld eradicate the vice, 

libeity for a nation boug^ 
Those momitaineera have paid the price. 

The balance write, a splendid sun. 
Exceeding onr most sanguine thought ; 

Let incredulity be dumb, 

Impossible the thing which taught. 

Italy free from Alps to sea, 
All persons said the prophet Ued, 

Italians panted to be free, 

But even hope had ahnost died. 
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And now the thing we find is trae. 
Let us the evil part forget, 

That wider France its boundary drew, 
And th' Alpine slopes its frontier set. 

" lo triumphans !*' let us sing, 
As Victor's chariot rolls along. 

And let the mountain echoes ring. 
Unto our loud triumphant song. 

March 29, 1860. 



TO THE PRENCH. 

« 
You lawless ones, what haye you gained, 

By running to revolt; 
By iron curb you must be reined, 

like the untamed colt. 

Not on yourselves do you rely, 
But on some strong willed man ; 

A change of masters still you try, 
That is your constant plan. 

Vain of yourselves and country, loud 
As equinoctial winds. 
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In units weaik, strong in the crowd, 
Of rash impulsive minds. 

You hug the soil where you were bom, 

And when you leave behind, 
AntsBus-like, grown weak and worn. 

Until again you find 

Ye constitution builders, where 

The webs which you have spun, 
Soon as they're made your fingers tear, 

Destroyed and then begun. 

A house of cards as children make, 

So you build up a throne, 
And then the same to pieces take. 

Which to the winds are blown, 

Worshipping glory, you're the slaves, 

Of every new desire. 
Capricious as the winds and waves. 

Impulsive as the fire. 

Power is the god to which you bend, 

The lust possession feeds ; 
You long your boundaries to extend, 

Where the Ehine onward speeds. 
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You have a duty to perform, 

A mission from on high ; 
Yours is the function of the storm 

Which clears the summer sky. 

So also you with your wild ways, 
The world's old errors chase ; 

And as the cloud the wind obeys 
Within the realms of space. 

Thus the old errors which survive, 
A thousand summers round, 

Your warm impetuous breath doth drive, 
Beyond this planet's bound. 

March 19, 1860. 



I'm sailing o'er the sea, love, 

I'm coming back to you, 
Oh have you thought of me, love. 

Since last I said Adieu r 

Long years have passed since then, love, 
I count them in my mind, 
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And there I number ten, love, 
Since you I lefb behind. 

Since down the river fast, love, 
I sailed with the tide, 

And mauy a glauce I cast, love. 
Over the vessel's side. 

For you stood on the strand, love. 
And waved a kerchief white, 

Aloft in that fair hand love. 
Till I was out of sight. 

May the fbrst form I see, love, 
When I come back again, 

Be the fair form of thee, love, 
After these summers ten. 

Oh shall I laugh or weep love, 
"When you I see again, 

And on the shore I leap, love. 
After these siunmers ten ? 

March ^0, 1860. 



146 POEMS. 

Ye who boast the fire of love, 

Have you ever felt it ; 
Felt the passion of the dove, 

When its fire doth melt it. 

Doing homage to a name, 
When true love inclineth. 

Oh it is a noble fiame, 
And the heart refiineth. 

Not the worship of a face. 
Others though excelling, 

'Not a form of matchless grace. 
But the soul injdwelling. 

Gentle thoughts and gentle words, 
(Peace that forehead wreathing,) 

Like the singing of the birds. 
Gentle music breathing. 

Lip to lip, and heart to heart. 
In sweet union beating, 

Worse, oh worse than death to part, 
Best of life the meeting. 

Boast not if such love be thine. 
But if thou possess it, 
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Fan the flame within its shiinei 
Cherish it and bless it. 
March 80, 1860. 



THE TYEANNY OF FASHION. 

Draw a circle round a goose, 

With a piece of chalk. 
As well bind it with a noose. 

Like the chained hawk. 

He'll not venture o'er the line, 

"Which thy hand denotes, 
"Not to breakfast nor to dine, 

Tempted though with oats. 

But within the ring he'll stay 

Until famine kill. 
There consume and pine away. 

Though against his wiU. 

Gall this folly, thou art wise, 

Yet I thee accuse, 
Free, yet bound with strongfer ties. 

Than that silly goose. 

L 2 
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Fashion chains thee to the spot 
Where thou standest still, 

There contented e'en to rot 
At thy tyrant's will. 

Daring not the place to quit 

TiU thy tyrant teU, 
Like the goose content to sit, 

Bound as with a spell. 

Up, man, thy freedom claim. 

Daring to be free ; 
Such a service is a sheune, 

Base to liberty. 

God did make thee free as air 
"Why, then, be a slave ? 

And thy galling fetters wear, 
Even to thy grave. 

Yield thee to a better law 

Than a fellow's will ; 
From its sheath thy weapon draw. 

And thy tyrant kill. 

April 2, 1860. 
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MAN IN RELATION TO KNOWLEDGE 

LIKE ONE IN A OATBSN TO WHICH LIGHT IS AD- 
MITTBD THB0T7GH A SMALL AND DISTANT OPENING. 

Upward for the day I'm groping, 

From this cavern full of night, 
Upward climbing, striving, hoping, 

Till I reach that upper light. 

Forms of things are downward flowing. 

From that upper region there ; 
I their meaning would be knowing, 

I would grasp them if I dare. 

Sounds, too, reach me whose deep meaning, 

I would fathom if I could ; 
Others though are intervening. 

Like a counteracting flood. 

I am spelling, I am guessing, 

like a little child at school, 
Who is learning his first lesson, 

Aided by some simple rule. 

Quenchless is my thirst for learning, 
• What I know is still unknown. 
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Still for knowledge I am burning, 
Scant esteeming what I own. 

Still for knowledge I am lacking, 
Long to leam that I may teach, 

Downward still the river tracking. 
To the ocean's yellow beach. 

Prom the banks at last emerging, 
Down upon the shore 1*11 stand, 

Listening to the waters surging, 
Beating on the yellow strand. 

April 5, 1860. 



A SKETCH. FOX HOW, AMBLESIDE. 

How lovely the place is, Loughrigg is behind 
A background of splendour its grace to enhance ; 

Here nature and art have together combined. 
And a happy intention is blended with chance. 

Before is the river majestic and deep, 
Behind is the mountain a barrier to brave. 

The wrath of the winds in their caverns which sleep. 
And the roof at its foot fi:om their fury to save. 
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Encircled with mountains where fir trees are seen, 
And crags jutting outward all covered with ferns, 

And lichen o'ershadowed with tints of the green. 
The eye there the blue bell though distant dis- 
cerns. 

Here thickets abound of the laurel and nut, 
"Where the traveller may rest when the noon set- 
teth in, 

And see on the mountain the hill and the hut, 
The home of the peasant and the village inn. 

The church in the valley conspicuous afar, 
A valley as lovely as ever was known, 

Comparison cannot its loveliness mar, 
Nor a lovelier show by the Bhine or the Bhone. 

Behold there* the squirrel ascending the tree. 
With paces so nimble, so free, and so fast. 

As a monkey sure footed and blithe as a bee, 
Not 80 fast is the sailor ascending the mast. 

Behold where the mountain's all studded with white, 
'Tis the fold of the shepherd ascending its breast 

Like flocks of the snow-drift they seem to the sight 
From the half way declivity up to its crest. 
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Tiim aside for a moment and look down below, 
Where the river is running away to the West, 

And see how its banks all luxuriant show. 
And their image reveal and repeat in its breast. 

Still follow its course as it flows far away, 
Till lost like the future in distance of time, 

And follows the sun to the fall of the day 
And bursts on the ear with the music of rhyme. 

April 9, 1860. 



TBOE POPE'S EXCOMMUKECATION. 

Excommunicatio major ! 
A thousand to one I will wager, 
That those against whom he is hurling, 
Their lips with contempt wiU be curling. 

"What sayeth Napoleon Tertius ? 

Best without temporals that the Church is. 

For me I am fain to believe it, 

And that Victor was right to bereave it. 

We smile at Pope Pius's banning, 
Only care for the thunder of cannon. 
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The Vatican's mild as the stage's, 
Makes us smile but no longer emrages. 

Makes us smile — ^but a grief causes after, 
(The subject's too serious for laughter,) 
That where Julius Csesar was ruling 
There should be such nonsense and fooling. 

But the play's last act nigh is ended. 
From Pius the sceptre is rended ; 
Too weak is his hand to be wielding 
To Napoleon's star he is yielding. 

AprU 10, 1860. 



SPKING. 

The air is fall of pleasant voices. 
Oh like a bride the earth rejoices, 
Her bridal wreath when she assumeth, 
And like the rose in summer bloometh. 

The ground is white with hawthorn flowers 
Descending from the trees in showers, 
The footfall's echoes gently hushing, 
As the white blossoms it is crushing. 
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The birds are singing £rom the bushes, 
In liquid notes their music gushes, 
I think I know their tender meaning, 
As on the style I listen leaning. 

The lark's rich music down descending. 
Its high notes to the chorus lending, 
Till, near its home, its music stoppeth. 
Then like a fallen star it droppeth. 

The spring in all its beauty flushes, 
Green are the meadows to the bushes. 
The bank beneath golden primroses. 
Anemones and ferns discloses. 

The bleating lambs, the cattle lowing. 
The stream with gentle murmur flowing, 
Birds, insects, bees, yes, all things living. 
Are joining in one loud thanksgiving. 

AprU 13, 1860. 



ON TKE SHAKSPERIAN EXEGESIS. 

You learned doctors, grave and sage, 
Why waste you thus your learned rage ? 
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In arguing about Shakespeare's text, 
Avon's sweet bard, what will you next ? 

'Tis past your power, but if you could, 
You'd foul the crystal of his flood, 
The march majestic of his verse, 
Oh 'tis enough to make one curse. 

About a word why struggle so ? 
As though you fought with mortal foe ; 
If you'd your will I know in time. 
To prose you'd turn his noble rhyme. 

The heir of fame to endless time 
To max his verse I hold a crime ; 
A wicked sacrilegious sin. 
An insult to the sense within. 

Forbear, and lay your pens aside. 
And let your learned ink be dried,* 
Reserving for some other use. 
Your pens of steel, or quills of goose. 

Forbear, critics, spare the man. 

Or take to you the poet's ban, 

Worse crime our ShakspeMre's verses marred. 

The bones than digging of the bard. 
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Such sin atonement never knows, 
The debt immortal which it owes, 
No time can cleanse the ugly blot. 
Is it not written " murder not?*' 

April, 1860. 



How fast they fade those simimer flowers 

Beneath the summer skies, 
For scarcely have we called them ours 

Before their beauty dies. 

The faded to the living flowers 

Are linked upon one stem ; 
Their lives we reckon by the hours 

Which softly sweep o'er them. 

Like vapour on the steel or glass, 

Or on the summer sky. 
Away so doth their beauty pass. 

They blossom and they die. 

Emblems of those we cherish here, 
We call our darlings flowers. 
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So soon doth time there beauty sere, 
So brief their summer hours. 

April 14, 1860, 



CATHEDRAL BELLS. 

Eing out ye bells a peal sublime, 
From the cathedral's towers, 

Eing out, ring out, a Sabbath chime 
Unto the quiet hours. 

Eing out, and to the purple hills. 

Your solemn music go, 
And on the surface of the lills. 

Let your sweet chiming flow. 

Eing out, the melody of birds, 
With yours doth sweetly blend, 

Like music set to pleasant words 
By skilful rhymer penned. 

Eing out a welcome to the day. 
And when the sounds shall cease, 

T?will be the hour to praise and pray. 
And hush the heart to peace. 
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BiiLg out another solenm peal. 

Then be your music o'er, 
The hour will then be come to kneel, 

The moment to adore. 

AprU 16, 1860. 

ON THE COMMERCIAL TREATY WITH 
FRANCE. 

The chains which fetter commerce, fetter man, 
Protection is the forge where they are made, 

And sel&shness the furnace fire doth fan. 
And man's starvation helps a thriving trade. 

Oh 'tis a trespass in the sight of Heaven, 
To lay a burden on the sons of toil, 

That labour's fruit to others should be given. 
And beings perish on a fruitful soil. 

Free trade's our modem charter, supplement 
To that the Barons won at Runymede, 

"When, John surroundiag, on their purpose bent, 
They made him do for once a righteous deed. 

Free trade's great champion a new laurel wins. 
In teaching France a lesson hard to learn. 
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Tardy repentance for commercial una, 
And resolution from those sms to turn. 

Cheap bread, oheap beef, it hath a vulgar sound, 
But at the words though we may scoff and laugh. 

And pass them with a sneer the table round. 
They are of life the very prop and staff. 

Let's drop the memory of an ancient feud, 
And in the lists of peace instead contend, 

Nor waste in petty strife our precious blood, 
An^ freights, not fleets, across the Channel send. 

AprU 17, 1860. 



The basement of the pyramid is love, 
Secure on that the social fabric stands, 

Strong as the monument which soars above, 
Built ages since upon the Egyptian sands. 

Love's the cement which bindeth stone to stone. 
Kin in their common origin and mould. 

By that cemented and by that alone, 
Built up in order beauteous to behold. 
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Love is the social system's comer-stone, 
Which holdeth the superimpending mass, 

On that established and on that alone, 
"Without it class wonld wildly clash with class. 

Love is the key-note in the social scale. 
Pitched to that sweet harmony doth reign ; 

"Without that note wild discord would prevail, 
And bloody trespass like the sin of Cain. 

From Christ love springeth and from Christ alone, 
He is its living, never-failing spring, 

Christ, of creation the great Comer-stone, 
Let all the earth to Him its praises sing. 

AprU 18, 1860. 



The Christian liveth 
Contented with his lot, 

With all God giveth, 
With all He giveth not. 

Li peace he dweUeth, 
Gentle, devout, and meek, 



POEMS. 

Buyeth and selletli, 
IndusirioiiB through the week. 

If wealth he getteth, 
The poor his bounty find ; 

He ne'er forgetteth, 
For what wealth is designed. . 

If poor remaining, 

His text, " God will provide," 
Still uncomplaining, 

If his wants are supplied. 

On God relying, 

In filial peace and love, 
His spirit sighing, 

To reach his home above. 

There blessed and blessing, 

He'll stand amongst the blessed, 

Who round him pressing 
Shall welcome to his rest. 
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April, 1860. 
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VICTOR EMMANUEL AT FLORENCE, 
Apetl, 1860. 

On a fair day early in spring, 
Banners were waving over the king, 
Victor Emmanuel, Italy's king ; 
Shouts of triumph in the air did ring. 

" Viva Emmanuel,'* rose the cry, 

Up, up above, to the purple sky ; 

The king looked round with a glance of pride, 

With shouts of triumph the crowd replied. 

Well might they shout. Oh could they be dumb ? 
The day they'd longed for at last was come, 
Their tyrant banished, a patriot king, 
Before them stood on that mom in spring. 

Amidst the banners which floated there 
What meant those three which did mourning wear, 
All covered with crape, like funeral pall. 
Which wraps the dust in the castle hall ? 

The king uncovered as up he gazed 
At the black banners above him raised, 
He knew at a glance the meaning true, 
And a long deep breath the monarch drew. 
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Naples, Eome, Venice, Adria's Queen, 
And bride, as fair as ever was seen ; 
Delivered from bondage, all save three. 
Bondsmen their brothers whilst they are free. 

The time is coming. Oh patient be. 
The flags shall wave of the other three, 
Shall flutter and flout the purple sky 
The glorious banners of Italy. 

April 25, 1860. 



A LAKE SKETCH FROM CTJRWEN'S ISLAND. 

On the surface of the lake. 
The green isle its image leaveth. 

Save when winds that image break, 
Or a current upward heaveth. 

Or if boat should o'er it ride. 

The reflected image ceases. 
And the trembling broken tide. 

Is like mirror rent in pieces. 

As it floats, at every blow. 
Of its oar the surfSeuse beating, 

H 2 
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Far away the ripples flow, 
Into Bowness' port retreating. 

Or where Brathay to the lake 
Its clear shining waters bringeth. 

Which delicious music make, 

Like a bird which sweetly singeth. 

Till the wind or current cease. 
Or the boat away is sailing, 

When once more the calm of peace 
On the surface is prevailing. 

AprU 25, 1860. 



Oh let not our love to idolatry run. 

For aught thou hast given us under the sun. 

But fed by the spring which Thy love hath supplied, 

With love unto thee run in parallel tide. 

The love of a wife, or the love of a child, 
Is lawful and right, if with that reconciled. 
Which as children and subjects we owe unto Thee, 
If otherwise it is but idolatry. 
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Love should have a mnoli wider circle than home, 
If that be its limit it may be its tomb. 
There buried 'twill pine like the tree in the gloom, 
Which robbed of the daylight produces no bloom. 

The ocean no increase or spring-tide would know 
But in one even level for ever would flow, 
From a source far above it unless it were swayed. 
And that impulse for ever its waters obeyed. 

It is so with the heart, its spring tide's from above. 
Whence flow from their fountain the bright rays of 

love, 
Then swell its strong currents of feeling and rise 
like the spring-tide of ocean above to the skies. 

AprU 80, 1860. 



A RIDE TO C0NI8T0N VIA FERRY. 

Down to the ferry on the lake. 
There with the horn the echoes to wake. 
Hailing the boat on the opposite shore, 
To the ferry across to carry us o'er. 
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Carriage and horses and we who ride, 
Are rowed away to the other side, 
The men with their oars both row and steer 
To the Lancashire side of Windermere. 

On either side's a lovely sight, 
Lowwood and Ambleside to the right. 
And Troutbeek, far as the eye can see, 
In the distance fair as fair can be. 

On the left lies many a stately hall, 
And nearest one which Storrs they call, 
Far as Newby on either shore. 
The margin with villas is studded o'er. 

And now we reach the Lancashire side, 
And the horses are yoked that we may ride, 
Our Jehu mounts and takes the reins. 
And away we go through the quiet lanes. 

Past grey stone homesteads do we ride. 
Which in the shade of the elm trees hide, 
Past murmuring rivers flowing on. 
Our destination — Coniston. 

As we approach unto the lake, 
The dusty highway we forsake, 
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A byeway entering rough and steep, 
Secured with gates to guard the sheep. 

The horses go with slackened speed, 
Sometimes the driver has to lead, 
As more and more the road descends, 
And all at once abruptly bends. 

A scene sublime beginfi to rise, 
Deep contrasts showing to the eyes. 
See yonder hill with blackened brow. 
But lately white with winter's snow. 

Black at the summit, green below. 
Where half way down the larches show. 
And see the purple heather rest. 
Upon the hill's dark frowning crest. 

Deeper and deeper we descend 
And wonder when will be the endj 
And hold our breath lest ill betide. 
So fast the downward steep we ride. 

Down, down, past alder, larch, and elm, 
The ravine seems to overwhelm ; 
Down, down, then to a sudden bend 
We've come unto our journey's end. 
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Like sheet of glass the lake's outspread, 
Of many a mountam stream the bed, 
Fringed roimd with trees of various kind, 
The *' old man " rising dose behind. 

The shadows show the noontide hour. 
Let's rest awhile within this bower, 
And through the vista of the trees 
Survey the landscape at our ease. 

Seen as a whole, in parts, or seen, 
Lake, mountain, trees in vernal green. 
Their beauty nothing can excel. 
It charms the spirit like a spell. 

I^ot to the beauty of the place 
Which feebly I have tried to trace, 
Eut my associate on the road. 
Its sweet chcum the visit owed. 

To you — with whom (if it may be) 
I hope again the place to see, 
And back the pleasant thoughts to bring 
Of that delightfcd day in spring. 

May 5, 1860. 
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TO-DAY. 



Linked to the future and the past. 
Though small to-day appears, 

The weight of time is on it cast, 
How many thousand years ? 

How small a fraction seems to-day, 
It scarcely leaves a trace. 

Yet 'tis a wheel to bear away 
Time through the realms of space. 

Oh, let me not this present lose, 
To watch, and work, and pray. 

To-day is mine, to-morrow whose ? 
The boldest dares not say. 

What is to-day ? I ask with awe. 
What is to-day, and where ? 

What is to-day ? the breath I draw. 
Which dims the summer air. 

It is the seed-time of the soul. 
The spring of weal or woe, 

When on the last the bell doth toll, 
'Twill be too late to sow. 
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'Tis like a boat wherein I stand 

Within an ebbing sea, 
Boiling along on either hand 

Away and bearing me. 

The past behind immense and vast, 

Before the future lies, 
Whose mighty tide is rolling fast 

Unto the Western skies. 

With throbbing heart my eyes I cast 

Upon the distant scene ; 
Where blend the future and the past, 

No mortal life between. 

May, 1860. 



NEWLY MAREIED. 

The ring now on her finger draw. 

No longer are you two, 
Now you are one, so saith the law. 

So saith the Gospel too. 

One (to reverse the common rule, 
That one and one make two, 
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The earliest lesfion taught at school) 
One only now are you. 

One as with fondness you embrace, 

Ere from the church you go, 
E*en as their tendrils interlace, 

When vines together grow. 

One as the virtues you pursue, 

Of honor, truth, and love, 
If either change, again be two. 

And faithful to reprove. 

One faith, one hope, one joy, one love, 

Through aU the fnture show. 
One in the register above. 

One too in that below. 



May, 1860. 



PRAISE FOR SPRING. 

Por the bursting seed and flower, 
Por the increase of the fold, 

Por the sunshine and the shower 
Be Thy name Lord extoUed. 
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For the herb for man and beast, 
In the garden and the field, 

Eor the greatest and the least, 
Thanks to thee Lord we yield. 

For the rain drops which distil, 
And like music fall around, 

And renew the mountain rill, 
And refresh the thirsty ground. 

For the gladness of the groves. 
For the plenty of the vales, 

Man to praise Thee it behoves. 
For Thy mercy never fails. 

For the harvest wealth in store. 
Underneath the broken clod. 

Praise from grateful hearts we pour, 
Unto Thee our gracious God. 

For the com as yet in blade. 
For the fruit as yet in bud. 

Be our hearts* best homage paid, 
Thou gracious, wise, and good. 

May 8, 1860. 
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TO A LITTLE BOY. 

What carest thou for time aad space, 

My little fellow, or for fate ; 
Although the letters thou canst trace, 

Which make the words upon thy slate. 

What carest thou for abstract things, 
For Nature and for Nature's plan, 

Thou knowest that the birds have wings. 
And fiishes fins, my little man. 

Horses and oxen thou hast seen. 

And other living creatures too ; 
Thou knowest that the field is green. 

Thou knowest that the sky is blue. 

The land, the sea, the sky above, 
The fields, the flowers, the herbs, the trees 

Thou lookest on them all in love, 
All, all thy youthful fancy please. 

And these will lead thee up in time. 
To truths which now thou canst not see. 

Profound, mysterious, and sublime. 
Time, space, and immortality. 

May 9, 1860. 
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TO A DAISY. 



I love you best, you pretty flower, 
Though gayer ones around you show, 

As dipping with the April shower, 

Amongst the bright green grass you grow. 

Or, opening to the morning's rays. 
Or closing to the evening's dews, 

Your beauty, daisy, I will praise. 
And from your gayer rivals choose. 

You tempt me not, you rather shun. 
The eye which seeks the early flower. 

Who give your beauty to the sun. 

And fold your leaves at evening's hour. 

I love the simple, modest guise. 

In which you show within the field, 

The light reflecting of the skies. 
Or with the silver dew-drops sealed. 

The stars which show in yonder sky 
When midnight wraps the glittering pale, 

Are not more pleasing to my eye, 
Within their orbits as they roll. 
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Secure upon your stem you axe, 
Until your leaves the earth shall strew, 

Secure and stedfast as the star, 
Which shines in yonder vault of blue. 

May 9, 1860. 



TO GAKIBALDI ON HIS EXPEDITION INTO 
SICILY. 

Go, lion-hearted go. 

The fingers which unsheathe 
Thy glittering weapon, now 

Shall grasp the conqueror's wreath. 

Go, lion-hearted, go, 

Although the waters rave. 
Through them thy ship shall plough. 

Like sea-bird through the wave. 

Go, lion-hearted, go. 

The tyrant's cheek grows pale ; 
Well doth the craven know, 

Thou never yet didst fail. 
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Go, lion-hearted, go, 

Thy glorious standard lift, 

Where past the rivers flow, 
High 'midst the mountain's drift. 

Go, lion-hearted, go. 
Comrades fix)m every side 

Unto thy flag shall flow. 
Like an overflowing tide. 

Go, lion-hearted, go, 
Hope in each hosom thrills. 

Soon shall thy heacons glow, 
Upon the snow-clad hills. 

Go, lion-hearted, go. 
Our hearts thy going hless. 

Upon their ancient foe, 
A people's wrongs redress. 

Go, lion-hearted, go. 
Take courage from the past ; 

Away thy scabbard throw. 
And grasp thy weapon fast. 

Go, lion-hearted, go. 
Brave names are on thy roll ; 
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What freemen can do, show, 
Thou man of dauntless soul. 

GK) chieftain, 'twere a sin, 

Upon thy way to halt, 
Go chieftain, fight and win, 

Thou must, thou canst, thou shalt. 

May, 1860. 



THE PRESENTATION OF A BUGLE. 



• 



Take this hugle, a woman hestows it, 
Be it a patriot's breath which blows it ; 
With its notes to the sky ascending. 
Be the cheers of your comrades blending. 

If ever a foe your shores be seeking. 
That horn be notes defiant speaking, 
May your hearts to its notes be beating, 
Your motto " Forward, no retreating." 

Tour wives and sisters stand before you, 
Your children, your mothers too who bore you, 
Names cherished by association, 
Ta»you they stand in close relation. 
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Our hearts are weak but they are tender. 
And willing homage to you render, 
And while on you for help relying, 
Will give you back a love undying. 

Then take this bugle, let it summon, 
Your comrades when the foe is coming ; 
The battle will be quickly ending, 
Eor home when Sritons are contending. 

May, I860. 



I love the music of the sea, 
The bells on sabbaths ringing. 

But ah, no sounds so sweet to me, 
As that of children singing. 

No grief is mingling with the notes 

Pull as a river flowing ; 
Gentle and soft as ripened oats 

On which the wind is blowing. 

Sweet as the throstle's in the spring 
When its love notes it trieth, 
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Sweet as the lark's when on the wing, 
Heavenward from earth it flieth. 

Sweet as the lute on summer's eve, 

When o'er the waters stealing, 
Behind its echoes it doth leave, 

The soul of love revealing. 

Sweet as the whisper of the trees 

When gentle gales are swaying. 
Sweet, sweeter far than this — than these. 

When altogether playing. 

May 21, 1860. 



TO LIBERTY. 

Oh liberty, thy praises I would sing, 
Thou of the lion's heart and eagle's wing; 
With this, upon thy daring flight to go. 
With that, to fight and vanquish every foe. 

Speak, and the fetters from the captive fall; 
And clink against the adamantine wall ; 
Speak, and thy voice the tyrants doth appal, 
Speak, and ten thousand answer to the call. 

N 2 
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The heir unto aiimitlefis domain^ 
Though narrow now and circumscribed thy reign. 
As tyraats drop their sceptres thou dost take, 
And in thy virtuous rage to shivers break. 

In every realm and clime thou hast allies. 
Swift as the light thy spoken message flies ; 
Borne on the tempest on the errand flies, 
The wind its telegraph to distant skies. 

Within the mountains thou dost find a home, 
Or on the shore white with the ocean^s foam. 
And nurturest the spirits of the brave, 
Where tempests roar, or ocean's waters rave. 

Inheriting an independent mind. 
Thy children still are free though fetters bind. 
Amidst their prison gloom thy favor cheers. 
And nerves their courage and subdues their fears. 

Bom of the skies, immortal in thy birth. 
Thy mission 'tis to renovate the earth, 
Bring back again the golden age of man. 
And earth restore unto its ancient plan. 

May 23, 1860. 
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ALBEET SMITH. 

MED MAT 23, 1860. 

Another star hath set, ah, we were thinking 
That it was at its zenith, when 'twas sinking. 
Another star hath set whose splendid rising. 
Was hut of late ahove the world's horizon. 

To Thalia all his lahours dedicating. 
With wit and humour all our hearts elating ; 
Whatever his fancy touched it was adorning 
Lost to our love still in his manhood's morning. 

O genius is a gift which, who possesseth. 

Is like the serpent which a man caresseth, 

It wounds the hand which in its grasp is holding, 

Or to the bosom is too fondly folding. 

'Tis like the pointed poison-barbed arrow. 
Which carried death to Nessus' brain and marrow. 
Or like the shirt that Centaur's blood was baning. 
Whose vital stream that barbed shaft was draining. 

An useful part he plays, whose art doth lessen. 
One pang of sorrow the full heart possessing. 
Whose magic colors tinge the shades of sorrow. 
The hope awakening of a brighter morrow. 
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Such axt was thine, Smith, a skilM actor, 

Nay rather I would call thee benefactor. 

Thy merry words the wrinkled brow were smooth* 

. ing, 
And hearts too full for speech thy smile was soothe 
ing. 

Well, thou art gone — as when the ship is leaving 
Its haven and the purple tide is cleaving, 
Their hearts go with it who behind remaining. 
Are for a brother's loss or Mend's complaining. 

So we have sorrow for thy sudden going. 
So are our tears for thy bereavement flowing. 
And one sad heart another sadder maketh. 
Its heavenward journey as thy spirit taketh. 

May 25, 1860. 



TO THE KLNQ OF NAPLES. 

Thine hour is come, the dread handwriting 
. Thou couldst not read whilst others could, 

For God with blindness thee was smiting. 
Thine he^ already hard as wood. 
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Thine hour is come, a people's groaning, 
Hath found an entrance to the skies, 

Their wrongs His wrongs, their Gk)d is owning. 
And now for judgment doth arise. 

Thine hour is come, thy treasures gather. 
Be harnessed now thy fastest steed, 

True child of him thou calledst " Father," 
In heart, in feature, and in deed. 

Thine hour is come, a hero teareth, 

The seal which made Sicilia thine, 

His hand thy crown for Victor beareth, 

. With him thy people now combine. 

Thine hour is come, that noble water, 
Where now are anchored gallant ships. 

Shall crimson run with death and slaughter. 
Borne from the blazing cannon's lips ; 

If thou should' st dare to be resisting. 

The hero landing on thy shore ; 
If thou should' st dare, then tyrant listen, 

He'U strike but once, and strike no]^more. 

June 11, 1860. 
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THERE WAS A TRADITION IN GREECE 

THAT AT MIDNIGHT MIGHT BE HEASD ON THE PlAlK 

OF MAKATHON THE CLASH OF AiLMS AND THE 

TRAMP OF HOESES. 

The midnight plain of Marathon 

Shook with hoof and heel, 
Of horses bearing those won 

For Greece's common weal. 

As the pale rays of midnight sealed, 

The plain with yellow light, 
The shouts of war, the clashing shield, 

Told of the midnight fight. 

Their ghosts at Marathon who fought, 

(In Greece so ran the tale) 
Each night that field of glory sought 

And donned their arms and mail. 

Careering o'er that sounding field. 

The battle did again, 
And hurled the spear, and held the shield, 

Those brave Athenian men. 

Triumphant o'er the Persian host. 
Uprose the midnight shout, 
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Repeated by each waning ghost, 
"Who mingled in the rout. 

If any then at that dread time 
Profane, the plain should seek, 

The Gods would seal it as a crime, 
For which their wrath they'd wreak. 

By plague or death their anger show. 

Upon that guilty one, 
Presumptuous, who at night should go, 

To sounding Marathon. 

June 12, 1860. . 



TO THE SPRING. 

breathe on the meadows and waken the flowers, 
For thee they are waiting, for thee and the showers ; 
Again they shall rise from the region of death. 
When they feel on their buds the sweet warmth of 
thy breath. 

come from the S^uth where the myrtle doth fade. 
And the bloom of the orange has lately decayed. 
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And the pomegranate^s leaves are now tinted with 

gold, 
Or fall from the branches to mW with the mould. 

The rivers are singing, the birds are awake. 
And welcome thy coming from thicket and brake, 
The lark is addressing its song unto thee. 
And the thrush as it sings from the sycamore tree. 

The maid as she singeth so blithe on the lea, 
nymph of the spring time is singing to thee. 
While conscious of nothing but gladness alone, 
She trips o'er the meadows with primroses strewn. 

The dove and the robin, the linnet and bee. 
As sweetly they're singing, they're singing to thee ; 
nymph of the spring time and could I be mute 
Whilst these altogether thy coming salute. 

Ah no, in their joy whilst my bosom it shares. 
My voice would be adding its tribute to theirs. 
The strings of my lute and whilst gladly I try 
Would join in the chorus which mounts to the sky. 

June 16, 1860. 
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A SCENE NEAR THIRLMERE LAKE, 
WESTMORELAND. 

The mountams rise on either side, 
"While roars below the mountain tide ; 
Round many a rock the torrent sweeps, 
Or o'er its barrier thundering leaps. 

The sheep upon the mountain browse. 
Though scant the herbage it allows, 
The bleating rams, the baying hound. 
Alone do break the silence round. 

The road runs on haK way between. 
The mountains which do bound the scene, 
Its sinuous course the eye beguiles. 
As far it stretches on for miles. 

No trees are here their shade to fling, 
No birds are here their songs to sing ; 
But chirps the sparrow on the hill. 
Or in the river dips its bill. 

The fern grows on the river's side. 
And dips its leaves within the tide. 
There grow the heather and the broom. 
And the wild strawberry doth bloom. 
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Let's upward track this brawling brook 
To find some cool sequestered nook, 
Sacred to solitude and love, 
Arched with the ferns which grow above. 

And as the silent noon goes by, 
And flings its shadow &om the sky 
Reposing sweetly side by side, 
There listen to the babbling tide. 

There idly dream an hour away, 
During the zenith of the day, 
The pleasant days of old recall. 
Until the shadows eastward fall. 

Jum 14, 1860. 



THE GREEK LEGENDS 

AS INFLITENOINO THE GREEK CHARACTEK. 

The Grecian mind explored the past, 

And from its chaos brought. 
Forms in new models which it cast. 

And into beauty wrought. 
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At festivals the poets sung, 

Their countrymen before, 
Legends which former times had flung 

Like wrecks upon a shore. 

Like metals melted in the Are, 

And moulded then anew, 
They sang and played upon the lyre 

And made old legends new. 

A god their first immortal sire. 

The listening crowd they taught, 
Jove, Neptune, or the God of Fire, 

From heaven by passion brought. 

The founder of a gens or deme, 

For some fair virgin glowed. 
For love was with the gods supreme, 

(So in their songs they showed.) 

Their arms were thus for battle braced, 

Was not their blood divine. 
From one descended who did taste 

The blest ambrosial wine. 

And when their hands the cestus threw. 
Or fought with mailed fists, 
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His patron god the conqueror knew 
When crowned in the lists. 

The nymph he named (her lineage too, 

Her mother and her sire) 
Whose love the God Apollo drew 

With his resounding lyre. 

Jove, Hermes, or Hephaestus lame, 

The mighty Gk)d of Fire, 
Who showed his am'rous mother's shame 

To her offended sire. 

So when the laurel crown he won. 

At the Olympian game. 
The Victor claimed to be the son 

Of some immortal name. 

The conqueror's name was linked to theirs. 
From whom they claimed descent 

Of sires di\ine the mortal heirs, 
A borrowed fame and lent. 
June 21, 1860. 

TO A l^WLY MARRIED COUPLE. 

* To silence as the music rolls, 
Now are you one happy souls ; 
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Long have you loved, now one at length, ^ 
Hence go you forth in double strength. 

You who to love and rapture wake, 
One perfect sphere your hearts now make, 
One perfect sphere in time and space. 
Whatever your fate whatever your place. 

Like the bulb in the mummy's dutcbi 
Love's life may sleep till something touch. 
Till sympathetic glances find, 
Or heat of a congenial mind. 

Then into daylight it will spring, 
Then forth its golden blossoms fling, 
And grateM for the sun and showers 
Give to the day its leaves and flowers. 

June 27, 1860. 



A CONVEKSATION ON LOVE. 

'^ Dear one," said I, her hand pressings 
'^ Time it is said love doth lessen. 
How say you, now be confessing. 
You've had time to learn the lesson." 
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Then she answered, " By your asking, 
Not much my wit you are tasking, 
If the thing you were affirming. 
From me you would not be worming." 

" Ah, you women always parry. 
Even when you're asked to marry, 
To the question you will answer, 
With another * How I can, sir.' " 

Said she, " Yes, we have the credit, 
I have heard it or I've read it. 
But upon the theme we're dwelling. 
Your opinion pray be telling." 

I replied, " When we were mating. 
Fitter was this for debating. 
Then the future was uncertain 
Hidden behind Time's dark curtain. 

** Three and twenty summers over. 
Since a fond accepted lover. 
First and last seem closely blended. 
Like a dream so quickly ended." 

Though a smile her eye was sunning, 
JDown her cheek a tear Was rimning ; 
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Said she, " Like one backward spelling, 
You have answered without tolling.'* 

'* To your thought I am inclining, 
Can the sun grow dark through shining, 
And with use his splendor losing, 
Be at last his light refusing ?*' 

** Yes, it may, but time shall never 
From love's crown one jewel sever, 
Its intensoness undiminished, 
When the course of time is finished.'' 

JuZy4, 1860. 



Hurrah for Bright he's trying. 
With all his main and might, 

To rouse the British lion, 
HurrsQi for Quaker Bright ! 

for the mob and masses, 
Bepeal the tax on malt, 

Down with the upper classes 
They arc not worth their salt. 
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Away with gold for payment^ 
For paper notes hurrah. 

To buy our beef and raiment. 
Out com too, and onr hay. 

Hurrah for agitators, 
Those men of fluent tongua, 

By some they are called traitors. 
But surely that is wrong. 

where for speechifying, 
Shall we these worthies match. 

By some it is called lying, 
The people's votes to catch. 

For Cobden be hnrrahing,. 

The treaty who did sign. 
Less duty to be paying 

Upon the French grown wine. 

I'm told that those who drink it, 
(Bom with a silver spoon 

The upper classes) think it 
A very precious boon. 

They in their deeves are laughing^ 
At us the lower elass. 
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Our ale and porter quafiing 
At twopence each the glass. 

Be they the boon returning, 

By making duty free 
Our malt, and they'll be learning 

True reciprocity. 

Jvly 10, 1860. 



HORACE. 

The middle course he taught, 

Half way from either side, 
Was with less danger fraught 

And gave a smoother tide. 

Deeper the tide did flow 

(Nor did its smoothness mock) 

Less dangerous to the prow. 
Prom bank or hidden rock. 

To woo the prosperous breeze 

Wherewith the sails to fill, 
The good of life to seize. 

And throw away the ill. 

2 



196 POEMS. 

The fine Falemian wine 
In moderate cups to quaff. 

And delicately dine, 
And at each folly laugh. 

In calm respect to hold 
The Gods (if Gk)dB there be) 

Not impiously bold, 
"Without idolatry. 

Thus taught his fellow men, 
And saw with aspect kind. 

And sketched with kindly pen 
The manners of mankind. 

He at Philippi fought. 

Enrolled on Pompey's side ; 

But by misfortune taught 
With Caesar soon allied. 

He saw his rising sun, 
And felt his genial heat ; 

At Virgil's suit he won 
His pleasant Sabine seat. 

There spent his leisure hours. 
And pruned and delved and sung. 
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There grew his plants and flowers, 
And plied their roots with dung. 

A man of genial look 

Though at the centre cold, 

Fortune's ways calmly took, 
Not wont to praise or scold. 

Upon the text he stood 

Of " nisi bonum nil," 
Nor missed a present good, 

Nor feared a future ill. ^ 

Jrdy 11, 1860. 



Where seaward rolls the western wave, 
There is an island of the free, 

The girls are fair, the men are brave. 
The men are brave, for they are free. 

Fair is that isle as fair can be. 

With woodland, meadow, hill, and dale. 
That isle beside the western sea, 

Whcro ships in coimtlcss numbers sail. 



198 POEMS. 

Her children bound by brother's ties, 
Like those of Thebes in phalanx strong, 

Stand up against their enemies. 
Resisting violence and wrong. 

Not only for each other's aid 
But for aMies they too are brave, 

When they unsheathe the shining blade. 
Those freemen by the western wave. 

Brave for each other and their friends. 
With strong right hands and iron wills. 

Free as the wind their masts which bends 
Free as the wind their sails which fills. 

July 16, 1860. 



Who rule the world ? J)o kings by right divine> 
From Gods descended in a lineal line, 
Whose blood unmingled with the common kind, 
With royal blood has only been combined ? 

Who rule the world ? Do sages who have thought 
And spun their cobweb theories from nought; 
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And led by folly and by failure cheered^ 
A pyramid upon its apex reared ? 

Is it the rich, whose well kept ledger shows 
The aggregate of what each debtor owes, 
Whose body's forfeit if he do not pay, 
To stay in prison till his flesh decay ? 

Is it the orator with flushing check, 
And flashing eye when up he stands to speak ; 
With heaving breast, and lip by passion curled, 
Is this, are those the men who rule the world ? 

Is it the warrior with his shining blade ? 
Is it the student in his learned shade ? 
No ; 'tis opinion like a rushing tide. 
Which never ebbeth in its channel wide. 

Onwards it sweeps upon its trembling tide, 
The destinies of men and nations ride, 
Safe by its current who their course shall guide, 
Destruction unto those who thwart its tide. 

July 17, 1860. 
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The very soul of feeling 
Shows in those melting eyes, 

Like stars when night's revealing. 
The calm of summer skies. 

Thy bosom's peace invading. 
Its gloom if sorrow shed, 

Those eyes with darkness shading 
Their wonted light instead. 

As when the day is ending, 
And light begms to wane. 

With deeper shadows blending 
Upon the distant plain. 

So when your joy is ending 
Those eyes and sorrow fiUs, 

Like day and evening blending 
Upon the distant hills. 

be your peace as pleasemt, 
be your calm as still. 

As when the silver crescent 
Shows o'er the distant hill. 

July 25, 1860. 
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Man's a problem, demonstrandum ; 
Who can Mly understand him ? 
Him to solve our skill surpasses. 
More than Euclid's bridge of asses. 

Mind and brain so closely twined, 
!N'one the boundary has assigned, 
Where mind is, and where it is*nt, 
In that essence fast imprisoned. 

Soul and body how uniting 
Who can tell the thing in writing ; 
How the will the muscle bendeth. 
How the brain its message sendeth. 

Who can also be revealing 
Where the spring-tide is of feeling. 
How the heart affections enter, 
Where emotion finds its centre. 

Who can say where thought is growing. 
Perfect how the act of knowing ? 
Who, where fancy keeps its treasures ? 
Who, where memory stores its pleasures ? 

Who can say where life is keeping 
Watch and ward when we are sleeping ? 
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Who explain the act of dreaming, 

When the brain with thoughts is teeming ? 

I am thinking,* therefore living, 
That's the clue the wise are giving, 
If it be not quite explaining, 
It is all we can be gaining. 
Jtdy 26, 1860. 



Sins when subdued are instruments of grace ; 

Even wrath when vanquished is the root of love. 
Temptations met the heart for others brace. 

Until the tempted reach his home above. 

Sin is a hydra-headed monstrous thing. 
Spare it, its gratitude is sure to kill, 

A moital poison dweUeth in its sting. 
It must be slain with unrelenting will. 

Have I an enemy against my will. 
And without cause or injury my foe. 

Let me the man with tenfold kindness kill, 
And stOl a farther debt of kindness owe. 
* Cogito eigo Bum. 
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Wrath hath a double edge, its backward stroke, 
Wounds him who strikes as badly as his foe ; 

'Twere better in his hands the weapon broke, 
Than that he should repeat the deadly blow. 

Love is the only coin which I can pay 

For injuries, to satisfy the debt ; 
Jesus my Lord and Master showed the way, 

When praying for His foes, His death He met. 

Judy 26, 1860. 



Life I measure, not by grains 
From the glass which run, 

Till the last one which remains 
Tells the hour is done. 

Not by dial in the sun, 
Fastened on the wall ; 

Telling how the day doth run, 
As the shadows fall. 

Not by rod or measuring line, 
Not by inch or ell, 
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Would I life of man define | 

Or its measure tell. j 

But by what a man has wrought 

For his fellow man, ' 

Or in action or in thought, I 

All the best he can. 

This the measure I apply 

To the life of man, 
By this simple rule I try, 

" Does he what he can ?" 

August 8, 1860. 



Sally they say is mad. 

Through grief, and sorrow, and weeping ; 
Her voice as the harp is sad. 

O'er which the wind is sweeping. 

She passes along with sighs. 

No sidelong glances giving. 
Nor needle nor distaff plies, 

Nor spins to earn her living. 
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A tune she tries sometimes, 
Sad as of one lamenting^ 

Yes, sad as muffled chimes, 
Far off their sorrow venting. 

Hope is an empty sound, 
For her no hright to-morrow, 

Her eyes upon the ground, 
Are fixed in changeless sorrow. 

Despair her heart hath sealed. 
Whence hope no longer springeth, 

Its cheering draught to yield. 
In cabn despair she singeth. 

August 14, 1860. 



TO GARIBALDI. 

Thine is the merit of success, 
The game had'st thou been losing, 

A traitor thou had'st been, no less. 
The nations thee accusing. 

But Oaribaldi, thou hast won 
A name, a fame undying ; 
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Alone the noble work hast done, 
On thine own self relying. 

The dragon lies beneath thy foot, 
In death's convulsions dying, 

"With mortal wound thy weapon cut, 
"With thee the combat trying. 

Thou Hercules of modem time, 
With modem monsters doing, 

And with a valor more sublime, 
Thy noble work pursuing. 

That ancient glorious battle field, 
"Where nations were contending. 

To thee its destiny doth yield, 
To thee in love 'tis bending. 

The steed runs faster near the goal, 
With mane erect and flowing. 

Each eye ball flaming like a coal. 
Of Hke a meteor glowing. 

The end is nigh, but reached not yet, 
(The Bourbon still is reigning,) 

The glories of the past forget. 
Until that end attaining. 

qwt 15, 1860. 
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Hope is an amaxanthine flower, 

A heavenly plant from Eden's bowet, 

From thence transplanted here : 
It springs from an undying seed, 
Of sun and showers it hath no need. 

Immortal through the year. 

Hope is our pilot when we ride, 
A-drifb upon the stormy tide, 

And holds the rudder fast : 
It masters the rebellious ship 
When deep its creaJdng rafters dip 

And brings us home at last. 

Hope is an anchor which defies 
The roughest seas the fiercest skies^ 

Cahnly the vessel Hes : 
The tempest tuggeth at its chain 
And tries to break, but all in vain 

The fiiry of the skies. 

Hope will not leave us when we die 
Our partner to the rest on high 

Where once it bloomed of old : 
There wiU the amaranthine flower 
Perennial grow in Eden's bower, 

Brighter than burnished gold. 

August 2d, 1860. 
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bird of the Btunmer the night breeze is sighing. 
Through the leaves of the wood to whose shelter 
you fly : 

bird of the summer the daylight is dying, 
And £ade into purple the tints of the sky. 

bird of the summer when night time is over, 
And the daisy shall open its leaves to the light, 

"When the morning breeze brushes the dew from the 
clover. 
And changes to gold the deep purple of night. 

Then bird of the summer thy voice shall be lending 
Its notes to the choir which the morning shall 
hail. 

Harmonious and sweet from the meadows ascending, 
In rapture above till the daylight shall fell. 

S.^<. 3, 1860. 



'Twas Sabbath mom, as on the mountain's side, 
I stood and heard the Sabbath bells a ringing, 

"Which mingled with the murmur of the tide. 
Which past me was its crystal waters flinging. 
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It seemed as if from heaven the music came, 
Unto the earth its gentle sweetness lending, 

To kindle in the heart devotion's flame, 

In prayer and praises its intenseness spending. 

Songs from the valley rose of many a bird. 
Within the wood their Sabbath music singing, 

With reverent love their songs of praise I heard, 
Which chimed with the bells at distance ringing. 

The sky was bright, but o'er the golden day 
Some fleecy clouds in broken fragments passing, 

The breeze of summer gently chased away, 
And drove them to the horizon there amassing. 

I caught the infection of the general song, 
Gave to the air the joy which I was feeling, 

Swelling the chorus of the tuneful throng. 
An inward joy an uttered praise revealing. 

Sept, 7, 1860. 



THE REVIEW AT KNOWSLEY. 
Sept. 1, 1860. 

The echoes of the bugle pealed 
Through Knowsley's ancient trees. 
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As twice fire thousand in the field, 
Brave fellows stood at ease. 

The couchant ox the echoes roused, 

Chewing the verdant hlade ; 
The stag did hear them as it browsed 

Upon the distant glade. 

Then from its perch the thrush did spring, 

And to the thicket flew, 
The warbling linnet ceased to sing 

As the ahrUl bugle blew. 

And Knowsley's Lord to welcome came 

Those hardy Volunteers, 
The Earl of Derby was his name. 

The proudest of his peers. 

Up to the Hues as he did ride. 
They welcomed him with cheers. 

His noble son rode at his side. 
And many noble peers. 

Ten thousand men stood there in line, 

Each with his rifle^too. 
Waiting for the accustomed sign. 

When the shrill bugle blew. 
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All natives of the Palatme, 

All sound in limb and lung. 
In Knowsley Park stood up in line, 

From Saxon fathers sprung. 

In Knowsley Park stood on that day 

ManoBUv'ring with their guns, 
Amongst themselves in mimic fray 

Their country's worthy sons. 

I wish Napoleon had stood 

Before that gallant crew, 
Upon that day in Knowsley wood. 

When loud the bugle blew. 

And as his eye '' sans changer " read, 

On Stanley's baoner there, 
" Of England true," he might have said, 

" As well as Knowsley's heir.'* 

Sept 5, 1860. 



TO VENICE. 

Gem of the Adriatic tide. 
Pair city of that summer sea, 

p 2 
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Thy fallen greatness let me chide. 
And prompt thy spirit to be free. 

Thy neck and arms the chains have galled, 
And thou art broken to the yoke, 

Eefusing when to freedom called, 
Nor choose to have thy fetters broke. 

Upon the Adriatic tide, 

To thee no freighted vessel goes. 

Where once thine argosies did ride, 
Now only some poor shallop shows. 

Now urge no more the dripping oars. 
The slim gondola through thy waves ; 

Commerce has fled thy silent shores. 
She will not come where men are slaves. 

Awake, awake, thy sons may yet 
Win back agaiA their former name. 

Awake, thy later shame forget. 
Awake, thy former glory claim. 

Sept, 11, 1860. 
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He is not dead whilst memory lives 
And back to life each feature gives, 
Each line of beauty, every grace, 
Which shone conspicuous in his face. 

!Not dead whilst I can still recall. 
The words which fix)m his lips did fall, 
Like music at a distance heard. 
Of some sweet instrument or bird. 

"Not dead whilst with us does remain 
His life's example without stain. 
Moulding our lives to virtue's Ways, 
In spite of censure or of praise. 

He is not dead, his spirit waits 
For me at Heaven's eternal gates. 
My lost one I again shall see 
"When at those gates he welcomes me. 

Sept. 18, 1860. 



Awake, Italy, thy night is past. 
The glorious morning gilds the Apennines ; 
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Or an avenging fate 
Will crush thee for thy deeds. 

Thy reeking dungeons tell 
A tale which makes us sigh. 

More dread than Dante's hell. 
Where doomed souls did lie. 

Go where the Tagus flows, 
Through valleys tilled by slaves. 

Go where the olive grows, 
Beside its golden waves. 

Go tyrant, king no more, 
Thy protests are in vain. 

Go from Italians shore, 
And sail away to Spain. 

Oct. 13, 1860. 



TO BEAUTY. 

Tell me, beauty, what you are, 
Kadiant in the glittering star, 
Or the maiden's eyes of blue. 
Tell me, beauty, what are you ? 
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Are you like a jewel shrined, 
In the casket of the mind ? 
Is it thence your influence flows, 
On the maiden or the rose ? 

Potentate without a throne, 
Your's a sceptre all do own ; 
Potent in each humou breast. 
Tour's a spell by all confessed. 

All unto that sceptre bend, 
All unto thee tribute send, 
Goodly gifts of gol4 and wine, 
Men do heap upon thy shrine. 

Eich and poor thine influence own, 
E'en the monarch on his throne. 
Lord of men is ruled by thee 
At thy shrine a slave is he. 

Who can break his chains and go ? 
Can I do so, beauty ? ^o ! 
Sovereign of the human breast, 
I am fettered like the rest. 

But benign your reign and mild 
As the empire of a child ; 
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Strong as Jove, as Venus mild, 
Gaily when the goddess smiled. 
Oct 15, 1860. 

ON THE COALITION BETWEEN RUSSIA, 
PRUSSIA, AND AUSTRIA. 

Coalition of the three, 
Russia, Prussia, Austria; 
Coalition of the three, 
Against France and Italy ; 

Ah, beware, it is too late. 

As well struggle against fate. 

It is a fait accompli, 

With united Italy, 

With the emperor for a friend, 

All in vain 'tis to contend, 

They will at the menace mock. 
And repel the threatened shock. 

What in Austria do we see. 

Perjury and perfidy ; 

Meet again the spoilers three. 

Enemies of liberty ; 

They would turn the wheels of time. 
With whom freedom is a crime. 
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But the time is gone for aye, 
Such a game again to pky, 
As at Warsaw once they played, 
When they plied their thievish trade, 

Blotting Poland from the chart, 

Taking unto each a part. 

They axe felons for the deed, 

And shall have a fitting meed; 

When they tread ItaJia's plain, 

Blood shall flow as fast as rain, 

There with heroes they shall fight. 
This their war cry, " Qoi and right." 

Garibaldi, noble name, 
Shall play out the winmng game ; 
G^baldi, king of men, 
Drive the Bourbon from his den. 
Drive his troops into the sea. 
Shouting M Victor, Victory." 
Oct. 1860. 

ON THE OPENING OF THE FREE LIBBARY 
AT LIVERPOOL, 
Oct. 18, 1860. 

We bury ignorance to-day, 
Come join the funeral rites. 
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And in its tomb the monBter lay 
Black with perpetual nights. 

Over that tomb a temple see, 

A noble stately hall, 
Unto the very poorest free, 

Who come at science' call. 

Come all who thirst, a fonntain see 
Soar up with silvery wing : 

To every one that fountain's free. 
Come taste the crystal spring. 

In gentle accents science shows 

Her secrets to the wise ; 
The more she gives the more she owes, 

To those her gifts who prize. 

Pirmly she holds the master key 
"Which Nature's stores unlocks. 

She tells the secrets of the sea, 
The records of the rocks. 

The law which govern Nature shows, 
"Which matter, rule, and mind. 

The law by which the ocean flows. 
The manners of mankind. 
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Tells of tlie cloud-compelliiig winds, 

How rain drops do distil ; 
Its level how the watsr finds, 

Careering down the hill. 

The cause of tempests and of storms, 

Sirocco and simoon. 
Its fanctions how the brain performs. 

Why not, when out of tune. 

Within this hall shall science reign. 

In queenly, quiet state. 
And bring within her wide domain. 

An empire vast and great. 

Cheers for the man, yes, three times three. 

This noble gift who gave ; 
Thrice honoured shall his memory be. 

When he is in his grave. 

Yes, worthy is he of all praise. 

His due the civic crown ; 
Come townsmen join in loud hurrahs, 

To honor William Brown. 

Oct. 18, 1860. 
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ven, and on the Judgment-seat. By the Ven. Javm Gabbbtt, M.A. 
Archdeacon of Chichester. . 2 vols. )2mo. cloth, I8«. 
"No one can read these volumes without great delight and j^xo&t."— Christian 

Observer. * 

Parochial Sermons. 2 vols. 8vo. cloth, 

each 12«. 

Christ as Prophet, Priest, and King ; heing a 

Vindication of the Church of England flrom Theologioal Novelties. In 
Eight Lectures, preached before the University of Ozflnrd, at Canon 
Bampton's Lecture, 1842. 2 vols. 8vo. cloth M. 4s, 

The Beatitudes of the Mount, In Seventeen 

Sermons. 12roo. cloth, 7«. 
" There is a depth and a solidity In these discourses, which favourably distinguish 
ihem from so many of the superficial productions with which the press is teeming. 
The reader cannot out feel that he has something worth thinking of presented to him : 
and the more he ponders them the greater wlU be liis profit"— CAwrcA of England 
Magazine. 

GIBBON, E. — The History of the Decline and Fall 

of the Roman Empire. By Edwau> Qibboit, Esq. New Edition. 
8 vols. 8vo. cloth, 3/. 

GIBSON, Bishop. — The Sacrament of the Lord's 

Supper Explained; or, the Things to be known and done to make a 
worthy Communicant. With suitable Prayers and Meditations. By 
Edmcnd Gibson. D.D. late Lord Bishop of London. Mew Edition, 
Fcap. cloth. 2«. 6d. 

Family Devotion; or, an Exhortation to 

Morning and Evening Prayer in Families: with two Forms of Prayer, 
suited to those two Seasons, and also fitted for the une of one Person in 
Private, Ac. (Reprinted from the Eighteenth Edition.) Fcap. doth, 2$. 

a2 
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The Gipsies, Dedicated, by permission, to Jahss 

CftAte, the GlpaiM' Friend. Fcap. oloCh, U. ^. 

GOODE, Eev. F. — The Better Covenant practically 

Considered, feoia Heb. viii. 6. 10-18; with a Supplement on FUHp.tt. 
13, 18, and Notes. By the late Rev. F. Goods, M.A. Fifth Edition. 
T6 which is added, ▲ Sermon on Jer. zxxi. 81-34. Fcap. cloth, 7«. 

OOODE, Dean. — The Nature of Christ's Presence 

in the Eucharist ; or, the True Doctrine of the Real Preeenoe Vindi- 
cated; in opposition to the fictitious Real Presence asserted by Arch- 
deacon Denison, Mr. (late Archdeacon) Wilberforce, and Dr. Pnsey : 
with fkill proof of the real character of the attempt made by those 
authors to represent th^ doctrine as that of the Church of England 
and her divines. By the Very Rev. William Gooob, D.D. F.S.A. 
Dean of Ripon. 3 vols. 8to. cloth, 84«. 

Aid for Determining some Disputed Points 

in the Ceremonial of the Church of Bnsiaad. Second Edition, 8to. 
cloth,4f. 

- A Vindication of the Doctrine of the Church 

of England on the Validity of the Orders of the Scotch and Foreign 
Non-EpiB0«9al Ohurohes. 8t&. cloth, h». 

The Doctrine of the Church of England aa 

to the Effects of Baptism in the case of Infants. With an Appendix, 
containing the Baptismal Senrices of Luther and the Nuremberg and 
Cologne Liturgies. Second Edition. 8vo. doUi, \b*. 

The Gospel of Other Days ; or. Thoughts on Old 

and New Testament Scriptures. By the Author of ** Seed Time and 
HanreBt.** ISmo. diotli. 8s. 

" We heartily welcome the Uttte book .... As a sound and eminently praetieel 

apreesion of a great subject Int' " '~ ^ '" " 

iV^Bielter$UtK% Weekly Vititor. 



oompreBsion of a great subject into a very small eompess, we csa heartily lecomnead 
■ ■ - tVU" 



ORAOIiIA, C. — A Pocket Dictionary of the Italian 

and English Languages. By C. Geaolia. Square l8mo. bound, 4s. 6tf. 

GRAY, Mrs. H. — History of Rome for Young 

Persons. With numerous Wood Engravings. Second Edition, corrected. 
Bj BIrs. Hamilton Geat. 1 vol. ISmo. doth, 9t. 

" A very ingenious attempt to bring the recent discoveries of the critical school into 
working competition with the miserable Ooldsmiths and Pinnocks of onr yottth.'^- 
ChrUtUm Bemembraneer. 

" The clear, lively, and pleasing style of narration is admirably calculated to awaken 
aad Bttitain the attenttoB.<-il(A«n«iiM. 
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ORAT, Mrs. H. 

Emperors of Rome from Augustus to Con- 

fUntine : being a Continuation of the History <^ Rome. 1 tol. jlSmo. 

with Illustrations, Bs. 
** So many applications an made to ns for lUstoxies nlted to a period of life when 
the mind is beginning to derelope its power, and to find satisfaction in connecting tb» 
past with the present and the fatnre in human afllsizt, that we are indneedto recom* 
mend these volumes, which, however widely circulated, have not half the cxronlation 
which they deserve. They are clearly written. They neither minister to diildish im- 
becility, nor take fbr granted a measure of knowledge which cannot be lawfbQy expected 
of the young. They present the page of history as it really is— not a series of dry 
details, nor of gonreons spectacles, out with enough of plain fact to instruct the under- 
standing, and of romantic Incident to kindle the sympathies and affBotions."— 



Chri*H<m Obt^rv*r. 

" Wf ihL\.' nn himitjttiun in nn^itii:, Ujnl nun \tt m\c-- in irs<* ^na-t fii»f*rieii atth*^ noman 
Kinpir'^fi^T H^hLl.Cre n and yDunEf ^feopim whk'li hnit cUtd« UDtlOT qUE notice. UTf. Huilil' 
tivn liirijv h^Lhi ]iiiLiL(<' liHfriu^if HrquiL^ntitfl with Ht luoai ium#of Lh>0 more importuitiiiKlabt 
wrUoTfi c^n til-} «LliliJ>r^t ofwliiicrh ibo breaiit, und al»<rwttii Lhd erltid[«tll of HltrbtJiT atid 
othflT mndrnt inrsstlgHtorB of Uvmi™ UisioTy ."^Mhi-nanim. 

"It may ba TiMaiiHiiAnd«(l as a. cjew, mpSd, flTid TvcltrarrftopHl siuthmsry tif fiK:lt. 
paLaLed bj rtHdcut but britf wflocttftniB, . . . Tlw tKwk Li n ¥*mT Ef'*^'' cunjinjinllum 
of tbu Iinperfnf Hl#tory, prfinu11.y detlj^^ fbrahU4r«l;i, but useful for n^.'^—Sm^tiliof., 

" ll-na-alii bt in onruneaut Impnulon to exfpwwj of tills volrniui^ tlist Uis \irnttfti 
ai^M f A>r vshnuli and Eiliildrcn. Id nslltj IC ts an anrldgnieut tmr more likely to br luc- 
fol iQ pfTiiTTU'iip fM^riiLrdA^ wlu con TL'flect upon Cju WorElng of ReDrral lawi, smlinAlce 
tli«lr uwrn obuirfiktituik Upon man and tMo^B. A stitktnfl fbaxactHittla of Ui(r hook Is 
Ui«. IsoputlAU^y uf it* poUUc^l Wu«. vid lt» tdgb tmiJffii U^lineJ-Sxatnift^r. 

The History of Etruria. Part I. Tarchun 

and his Times. From the Foundation of Tarquinia to the Foundation 

of Rome. Part II. From the Foundation <^ Rome to the General 

Peace of Anno Tarqoiniensls, 899, B.C. 846. 3 vols, post 8to. «loth, 

each I2s. 

"A work which we strongly reoonnMud as certain to afford plewmre and profit to 
every reader."— il(A«furum. 

Tour to the Sepulchres of Etruria in 1839. 

Third Edition. With numerous Illustrations, poet 6vo. doth, W. U. 

** Mrs. Gray has won an honourable place in the large assembly of modem female 
writers.'-'QtMrterly iZtff'ietf. . 

"We warmlv recommend Urs. Oray's most useful and interesting volume."— 
EdMimgh Bevitfo. 

GRAY, mm A. T.— The Twin PupUs; or, Educa- 

tion at Home. A Tale addressed to the Toung. B/ Airir Jbomson 

Qbat. Fcap. cloth, 7«. 6<i. 

** The story is well planned, well varied, and well written."— iG|piO<(|(or. 

" More sound principles and usefid practical remarita we have not lately met in any 
work on the mueh'treaitd sub|eet of educatlan. jThe book is written with liveliaesaas 
well as good sense.*— J>U0vwy QoMetU. 

** A volume of excellent tendency, which may be put wUh safety and4idvantage into 
the hands of well-edneated young people."— JEwnipeMw Jf<H(asiii«. 

GSIFFITH, Eev. T.— The Spiritual Life. By the 

Rev. TfioaiAS GBirriTH, A.M. Minister of Ram's Episcopal Chapel, 
Homerton. Eighth Edition. Foap. cloth, 4s. 
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GETPFITH, Eev. T. 

Sermons preaclied in St James's Chapel, 

Kyde. Second Edition. Fcap. cloth, 5». 

Live while you Live. Seventh Edition. 

l8mo. cloth, 1». 6<f. 

The Lord's Prayer : contemplated as the 

Expression of the Primary Elements of Devoutness. Second Edition. 
Fcap. cloth, 2«. 

The Lord's Supper : its Nature, Require- 
ments, Benefits. Third Edition. Fcap. cloth, U. 6<2. 

Confirmation, and the Baptismal Vow for 

Catechumens, Communicants, Parents, and Sponsors; with Practical 
Helps for Catechumens. Fourth Edition. Fcap. cloth, 2f . 

Confii'mation : its Object, Importance, and 

Benefit; with Practical Helps for those about to be Confirmed. Sixth 
Edition.^ Price 4d. 6r 3«. 6d. per doz. 

aBIMSTON, Hon. Miss. — ^Arrangement of the Com- 
mon Prajrer-Boolc and Lessons. Dedicated, by Fermis^on, to Her 
Mijesty. 

The peculiar advantage of this arrangement consists in having the entire 
Morning and Evening Services printed in a clear type, in two portable 
volumes, one fox* the Morning and the other for the Evening. 

Royal 32me. morocco, elegant • . . . J£l 4 
Ditto plain . . . . 110 

Ditto calf, gilt leaves . . . . 16 

HANEINSON, Rev. T. E. — Poems. By Thomas 

Edwahds Hankimson, M. a. late of Corpus Chrlsti College, Cambridge, 
and Minister of St. Matthew's Chapel, Denmark Hill. Edited by his 
Brothers. Fifth Edition. Fcap. cloth, 7«. 

Sermons. 8vo. cloth, 10«. 6dL 

HARE, Rev. A. W. — Sermons to a Country Con- 
gregation. By Augustus William Habe, A.M. late Fellow of New- 
College, and Rector of Alton Barnes. Eighth Edition. 2 vols. ISmo. 
cloth, 14«. 
** They are, intratb^ as appeani to us, compoBitions of vtry rare merit, and realise a 
notion we have always entertained, that a sermon for otur rural congregations there 
somewhere was, If it could be hit off, which in language should be familiar without being 
'%in, and in matter solid without being.abBtmse, — Quarferly B/vaitvi. 
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HASTINGS, Rev. H. J. — Parochial Sermons, from 

Trinity to Adyent. By Hbnbt Jambs Hastings. M.A. Honorary Canon 
of Worcester, Rural Dean, Rector of Martley, Worcestershire. 8vo. 
oloth, 129, 

HATCHARD, Rev. T. G.— The Floweret Gathered; 

a Brief Memoir of a Departed Daughter. By T. Goodwin Hatch akd. 

M.A. Rector of St. Nicholas, Guildford. Third Thousand. Square 

IGmo. I«. 

" This is an account of one of the Iambs of Christ's fold, who exhibited the trnett 
simpl city and natural character of a child, united to unwavering trust in and love to 
that Saviour, who took her early to himself. It is calculated botn to interest, and, we 
tnut, greaay to nroflt, our yoang friends, as apattcxn of early piety^"— ChMtreh ofEHgland 
Sunday -Khool Monthly Magaxinefor Teacher$. 

" No one can rise from the perusal of this little volume without feeling deeply inter- 
ested in the lovely character of the dear Addie."— JtfwteA InteUigenet. 

" This is a touching little narrative for the young. Few wiU read It without a tail 
heart, and the shedding of a tear of sweet sympathy with ' The Floweret Gathered.'"— 
Children'* JewUh Advocate. 

Thanksgiving; or, The Wave-OfFering and 

the Heave-Offering. A Harvest Sermon preached in Havant Church 
on Sunday, August 30, 1864. 8vo. price 6d. 

The German Tree ; or, a Moral for the 

Young. Price 1«. 

Feed My Lambs : a Lecture for Children in 

Words of One Syllable ; to which is added a Hymn. Seventh Thousand. 
S2mo. 3d. ; or 2s, 6d. per dosen. 

Food for my Flock : being Sermons delivered 

in the Parish Church of Havant, Hants. Fcap. cloth, 5«. 6<l. 

*' These Sermons are marlced by unaffected piety, great cleamecs of exposition, and a 
direct plainness of style and purpose whioh render them pre*emlnent^ practical."— 
Britannia. 

" A set of plain, spirited disconnes, which are not unlikely to disturb the repose of 
the drowsy, and to send home simple truths to the hearts that heed them. The Sermons 
are, besides, scriptural in their doctrinal views, charitable in temper, unpolemicaL 
rather assertiag the truth than contending for ii."—Chri*tian Obeerver, 

HATHERELL, Rev. Dr.— The Signs of the Second 

Advent of our Blessed Lord, collected fh>m the words of Jesus and ap- 
plied to our own times. In Twelve Sermons, preached during the season 
of Advent, in the years 1866 and 1857, in the Church of St. James, West- 
end, Southampton. By Jaxxs Williams Uathcebll, D.D. Incumbent. 
l2mo. cloth, 5». 
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RliPPE, Dr.— The Reformers of England and 

Germany in th« Sixteenth Centwy ; their Intercoone and Correspond- 
enee. A Historical Sketch, Inelnding valuable Original Docnments. 
By Dr. Hxpra, of Marburg, Author of ** A History of Pt^otestantism," 
&G. Translated, with additions, inelnding hitherto nnpnblished lettem 
from Ifartln Lather a&d Jastui Jonas to Thomas Cromwell. By the 
BeT. Hermann Schmettan and Rev. B. Harris Cowper. Fcap. cloth, 
2s. M. 

" This iB a wdll-inlbnned and beantifta rolnme, preaentiiiflr a yalnable lelection of 
hittoric facta toacbbig great men, tbe ingtrumenta of prodocmg a great reTotatLon in 
hmnan affatn."— Bbituh Baxxkb. 

HEY, Mrs. — The Holy Places, a series of Sonnets; 

and other Poems. By Rxbbcca Het, Author of '*The Moral of 
Flowers,** "The Spirit of the Woods," ** ReooUeetlons of the Lakes," 
fce. fcc Feap. eloUi, 6f . 

" * Tbe Holy Flaoea and otb«r Poema* are of no common osder ; the thoughts being 
finely ooneeiTed, and the expreacion veiy peifeet The Sonnets deaenre to be generally 
known."— C1.XBICA1. Jovbxax.. 

" Chaste, sweet, and mnaieal aie these poems. Tbers is a spirit of natural poetry in 
every throb of her mnse, and one can hardly rise from a peraMl of this little yohune 
without haidDg imbibed pleasure and instmction.'*— Cbitic. 

" There is ▼igoor and freshness about these poems, combined with much real earnest. 
nessofpnrpose. — BxiiL's Mxssxxoxa. 

" These poems are conoetred in an eminently plona spirit, and marlced by a very Mr 
amount of literary ability. The proceeds of the work are to be deyoted to the aid of the 
Speelal Xiadona in IndUu"— Thx Stab. 

Hints on Early Education and Nursery Discipline, 

Sixteenth Edition. iSmo. cloth, 3«. M. 

Hints for Reflection. Compiled from various Au- 
thors, Third Edition. 32mo. cloth, S«. 

HODGSOIT, Rev. C— Family Prayers for One Month. 

By Tarious Clergymen. Arranged and Edited by the Rer. CHAaLCS 
HoDosoM, M.A. Rector of Barton-le-Street, Yorkshire. Abridged 
Edition. To which have been added. Prayers for Particular Seasons. 
Amongst the Contributors are His Grace the Archbishop of Canter- 
bury, the late Rev. Chancellor Raikes, the Yen. Arohdeaeen Sandford, 
the late Rer. J. Haldane Stewart, Rev. Charles Bridges, Rer. C. A. 
Thnrlow, the late Rev. E. Bickersteth, ftc &o. Fcap. cloth. U, 6(1. 

Holidays at Lynmere; or. Conversations on the 

Miracles of our Lord. By a Ladt. Edited by tbe Rev. CbaeLbb F. 
MAOcnins, M.A. Fellow of Calus College, Cambridge. l8mo. eloth, 
2s. 
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HOPE, Dr. — Memoirs of the late James Hope^ M.D. 

Physician to St George's Hospital, &o. &o. By Mrs. Hope. To which 

are added. Remarks on Classical Educatioii, by Dr. Hops. And 

Letters firom a Senior to a Junior Physician, by Dr. BumDSB. The 

whole edited by Klein Geamt, M.D. &c. &c. Fourth Edition. Post 

8vo. cloth, 7«. 

" The general, as well as the medical leader, will find this a most interestinff and 
instmctiye volume."— <?«n(Ieman*« Magaxine. 

" A yery interesting memoir to erery class of readers.'^— C%r<«Han Ob$er9»r. 

HUME and SMOLLETT.— The History of England, 

from the Inrasion of Julius Caesar to the Death of George the Second. 
By D. Udmb and T. Smoustt. 10 vols. 8to. doth, 4/. 

The Interrogator; or. Universal Ancient History, 

In Questions and Answers. By a Ladt. 12mo. roan, 6«. 

JACESOK, Rev. F. — Sermons. By the Rev. Frb- 

DBEic Jackson, Incumbent of Parson Drove, Isle of Ely. 8 vols. fcap. 

cloth, each bt. 
" DiicotineB addressed to a village congregation. The chief aim of the preacher has 
been to enforce practical conclnslons for the guidance of the humblest, firom some of the 
most striking events or sentiments of Scripture. The style is plain and forcible."— 



JEWSBUBT, Miss M. J.— Letters to the Young. 

By Maeia Jawb JEWsBnax. Fifth Edition. Fcap. cloth, 6«. 

Light in the Dwelling ; or, a Harmony of the Four 

Gospels, with very Short and Simple Remarks adapted to BeacHng at 
Family Prayers, and arranged in 365 sections, for every day of the year. 
By the Author of " The Peep of Day," ** Line upon line," &c. Bevised 
and Corrected by a Clergyman of the Church of England. Eighteenth 
Thousand. Post 8vo. dotii, %$. ; or in 8vo. large type, lOs. 

Line upon Line ; or, a Second Series of the Earliest 

Beligious Instruction the Infant Mind is capable of receiving ; with 
Verses illustrative of the Subjects. By the Author of *' The Peep of 
Day," ate. Part I. Eighty-third Thousand. Part U. Sevens-third 
Thousand. 18mo. cloth, each 2$. Gd, 

JJTTON, Bev. E. A, — The Mosaic Dispensation 

considered as Introductory to Christianity. Eight Sermons preached 
before the University of Oxford, at the Bampton Lecture for 1856. By 
the Bev. Edwaeo Aetbue Lxttow, M.A., late Fellow of Oriel College. 
8vo. cloth, lOt. 64. 
** We most earnestly direct the deep and serious attention of undergraduates at our 

univeraitleB, and theological students genwally, to these weighty and important 

leetares."'— Beeoml. 
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M^NEILE) Rev. Dr. — Lectures on the Sympathies, 

Bufferings, and Resurrection of the Lord Jesus Christ, delivered in 
Liverpool during Passion Weelc and Easter Day. By Hugh M'Neils, 
D.D., Hon. Canon of Chester, and Incumbent of St. Paul's Church, 
Prince's Park, Liverpool. ■ Third Edition. 12mo. oloth, 4s. 6<f. 

MABBIOTT, Rev. H. — Sermons on the Character 

and Duties of Women. By the Bev. Hakvkt MABaioir, Vicar of 
Loddlswell, and Chaplain to the Right Honourable Lord Kenyon. 12mo. 
cloth, Zs. M. . 

Four Courses of Practical Sermons. 8vo. 

each 10«. 6cr. 

IIARSDEN, Rev. J. B.— The History of the Early 

Puritans ; from the Reformation to the Opening of the Civil War in 
1612. By J. B. BiAXSDEN, M.A. Second Edition. 8vo. cloth, 10«. 6tf. 

The History of the later Puritans ; from the 

Opening of the Civil War in 1643, to the E;jection of the Non-conforming 
Clergy in 1662. Second Edition. 8to. cloth, lOs. Zd, 

MARSHALL, Miss. — Extracts from the Reh'gious 

Works of F6nflon, Archbishop of Cambray. Translated from the 
Original French by Miss Mabsball. Eleventh Edition, with a Poi^ 
trait. Fcap. cloth, 6«. 

MEEE, Rev. R. — The Mutual Recognition and Ex- 
alted Felicity of Glorified Saints. By the Rev. Robebt Meek, M.A. 
Rector of St. Michael, Sutton Bonnington, Notts. Sixth Edition. Fcap. 
doth, Zi. 6d. 

Passion Week; a Practical and Devotional 

Exposition of the Gospels and Epistles appointed for that Season, com- 
posed for the Closet and the Family. i2mo. boards, 4». 

MERE WEATHER, Rev. J. D.— Diary of a Work- 
ing Clergyman in Australia and Tasmania, kept during the years 
1850-1853 ; including his Return to England by way of Java, Singapore, 
Ceylon, and Egypt. By the Rev. John Davies Mebeweatheb, B.A. 
Author of ** Life on Board an Emigrant Ship." Fcap. cloth, 5f . 

" We set great store by this volume, which abounds in interestinR facts touching men 
and things, times and places, Btrange people and savage manners."-~BiuTi8U Bavnsb. 

" There is an uhassuming spirit of religious faith and devotion to his Master's cause, 
which speaks well for the practical Christianity of the author ; and so varied and 
amusing are the scenes and characters he discusses, that, blended with felicitous and 
original observations upon both, the combiuation results in one of the most attractive 
boolcs of the present season."— John Bull. 
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HERET, W. — Futurity. By William Merbt, 

Eiq. Sixth Edition. Feap. cloth, 2s. 

" This is an excellent, nay, a beautiful little work. We recommend it to the penual 
of doubters, and the enjoyment of believera— Christianity in Ita mott affecting form to 
unsophisticated and rightly constituted minds."— Timkb. 

" He has written on a pleasing subject, and written well ; and it is impossible to read 
his litUe book without being the better for it. What is here advanced will assist the 
reader in the very important work of setting bis affections on the things above. The 
nature of a ftiture state of happiness, and its probable occupations, are treated in a 
pious and thov^htfU manner."^ Clxrioax. Jourkal. 

Mid-Day Thoughts for the Weary. Second Edition. 
More about Jesus; a Sequel to •'^Peep of Day." 

By the same Author. Fifteenth Tbovuand. 1 8mo. cloth, with Ulustra- 
tlons by Harrey, 2s. 6d, 

Near Home ; or, the Countries of Europe described 

to Children, with Anecdotes. By the Author of "Peep of Day,** 
** Light in the Dwelling," d(c. Illustrated with numerous Wood En- 
gravings. Thirtieth Thousand. Fcap. oloth, 5«. 

"It must be very interesting to children. Those to whom we have read passages, 
taken at random, olap their UtUe hands with delight."— SnyUsA Jotumal ofBdueatUm. 

" A well-arranged and well-written book for ohUdren ; compiled firom the beat writers 
on the various countries, and full of sound and useful iniormatlon| pleasantly conveyed 
for the most part in the homely monosyllabio Saxon which ohlldren learn from their 
mothers and nurses."— ^tA«iunim. 

New Manual of Devotions ; containing Family and 

Private Pn^en, the Offloe for the Holy Communion, fto. 12mo. bd. Am, 

NEWHHAM, W.— A Tribute of Sympathy Ad- 

dressed to Mourners. By W. Newmhak, Esq. Eleventh Edition. 
Fcap. cloth, bs. 

ContenU:— I. Indulgenoe of Grief.— 8. Moderation of Grief.— 3. Ex- 
cessive Sorrow.— 4. Advantages of Sorrow.— (). Self-examination.— 6. Re- 
signation. — 7. Sources of Consolation. 

Sunday -Evening Letters: a Correspondence 

with an Intellectual Inquirer after Truth. Fcap. oloth, A«. 

Night of Toil; or, a Familiar Account of the 

Labours of the First Missionaries in the South Sea Islands. By the 
Author of ** The Peep of Day," *'Near Home," &o. Fourth Edition. 
Fcap. cloth, is. 
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MiJN 11, Be¥. W. — Lecture- Sermons, preached in 

a Conntiy Parieh Churoh. By WnxiAX Vvm, M.A. Ute Fallow of 
St Peter*! College. Cambridge, and Vicar of Cherry Hlnton. Second 
Series. 19mo. cloth, 6«. 



** SennonB diattnooiilMd by brerity, sood mom, and a plafamesB of manner and expo- 
•Itlon whloh w«ll adapt them fbr fuaify pemsal, eipaelally as their atyle is neat and 
simple, not b»x%.''--8peetalor. 

" The many who have read the flzst yolvme of these sennons wUl welcome, no doubt 
with Joy, the appearance of the second. They are readable and preaehable ; and those 
of the second volume are even plainer and simpler than their predecessors. We recom- 
mend both volumes most beartuy."— .ffn^HsA Review. 

NOBTHESE, Countess of. — The Sheltering Vine. 

Selections by the Coumtms or Nobtbbsk. With an IntrMuctlon by 
the Very Bat. R. 0. Tekmoh, D.D., Dean of Westminster. Sixth 
Thousand. 2 vols, small 8to. oloth, 10*. 

The object of this Work is to ailbrd consolation onder the ▼arioos 
trials of mind and body to which all are exposed, by a Selection of Texts 
and Passages from Holy Scripture, and Extracts from Old and Modem 
Authors, in Prose and Poetry, with a Selection of Prayers adapted to 
the same. 

A Selection of Prayers and Hymns, for the 

Use of her Children. In Two Parts, limo. sewed, U.; cloth, 2$. 

NUGENT'S Pocket Dictionary of the French and 

English Languages. The Twenty-sixth Edition, rerlsed by J. C. Taxvbk, 
French Master, Eton, &c. Square i8mo. bound, 4t. 6d. 

OAKLEY, Bev. C. E.— The English Bible, and its 

History. A Lecture delirered in the School-room at Tortworth Court, 
Gloucestershire, January 28, 18M. By the Bev. C. E. Oaklet, B.A. 
Bector of Wlckwar, Gloucestershire, and Domestic Chaplain to the 
Earl of Dude. Fcap. cloth, I«. 6d. 

OXENBEN, Rev. A. — Fervent Prayer. By the 

Bev. AsBTON OxBiTDnr, Beetor of Plneklay, Kent. Second Edition. 
18mo. cloth, 1«. 6d. 

The Cottage Library. Vol. I. The Sacra- 
ment of Baptism. 18mo. sewed, is. { or cloth. Is. 6tf. 

" A little book of probably large mefulneBB. It svoidB disputed points, but eoiiT«y« a 
dear and simple Tiew of the holy rite of baptism. It is admirably suited to the eottaga, 
aa well as to all ]^ac«s in which ignonnea reigns upon the snlijeet.''— CJtareA and SkUe 
Oaeette. 

The Cottage Library. Vol II. The Sacra- 
ment of the Lord's Supper. Third Edition. 18mo. eioth, U. 
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Vol. VI. The Story 



OXENBEN, Bev. A. 

The Cottage Library. Vol. III. A Plain 

bistory of the Christian Church. Second Edition. 18mo. cloth, U. 

The Cottage Library. Vol. V. God's Message 

to the Poor: being Eleven Plain Sermons preached in Pluckley Church. 
Second Edition. 18mo. cloth, St. 

The Cottage Library. 

of Ruth. ISmo. cloth, 2«. 

OZFOBD, Bishop of. — Four Sermons, preached 

before Her Most Gracious Mi^esty Queen Victoria in 1841 and 1842. 
67 Samuel, Lord Bkhop of Oxford, Chancellor of the Most Noble Order 
of the Garter, Lord High Almoner to the Queen. Published by Com- 
mand. Third Edition. Fcap. 8to. cloth, A$, 

PABKEB, MiM F. S. — Truth without Novelty; or, 

a Course of Scriptural Instruction for every Sunday in the Tear, prin- 
eipally designed for Private Family Instruction and Sunday Schools. 
By Fbamobb S. Pabkik. Second Edition. Foap. cloth, Zi, 

PABBT, Sir W. E. — Thoughts on the Parental 

Character of God. By Bear- Admiral Sir William Edwabd Pabby, R.N. 
late Lieut.-Govemor of Greenwich Hospltal.j Fifth Edition. 18mo. 
cloth. If. 6</. 

PEABS, Bev. S. A. — Over the Sea; or. Letters 

from an Officer in India to his Children at Home. Edited by the Rev. 
S. A. Pbabs, D.D. Head-Master of Repton School. Fcap. cloth, with 
Illustrations. Am. 6d, 

*'Theie letters from ' Orer the Sea' contain Jost the kind of infonnaUon that one 
wisheB to have about the country and the people of India, and the mode of life of the 
BngUth in the East. The description of scenery and sketches of native character and 
etutoms are graphic and entertauiing, and the pictures are all the more Tivid from the 
style being such as was deeihed most adapted for youthful readers."— Liftfmry Gcuette. 

"... their tone is so manly, sensible, and affectionate, with a pervading element of 
unobimsiTe religipus principle, that it la impossible to read them without a feeling of 
regard for the anonymous writer, and interest in his youthful correspondents."— 
QuardUm. 

" These letters possess two raluable qualities— reality and simplicity."— Ifeconi. 

Three Lectures on Education. 18mo. cloth, 

u. 

** The position occupied by Dr. Pears ought to give authority to his remarks on 
Education, and all that is contained in this little book is characterised by practical 
wisdom."— Clxrioal Jovkhau 

" We recommend this little book to ths notice of every teacher and head of a fkunily." 
— Tkx Bxaoom. 
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PEARSON, Bev. J. N. — Sunday Readings for the 

Family and the CIomU By the Bar. J. Nosman Psaxson, ILA. 
12mo. oloth, 7«. 

"Sound and practicaL"— BHtia A JtfiovatiiM. 

" A most valuable work."— <7^tir«A ofEngUmA MagoMtne, 

The Days in Paradise, in Six Lectures. 



ISmo. oloth. 3«. 

Peep of Day; or, a Series of the Earliest Religious 

Instruction the Infant Mind is capable of receiving. With Veraes 
lUuatratlTe of the Subjects. Hundred and Fortieth Thousand, re- 
vised and corrected. 18mo. oloth, 2s. 

Part II.; or, More about Jesus. By the same 



Author. Fifteenth Thousand. 18mo. cloth, 2t. 6d, 

Practical Suggestions towards Alleviating the Suf- 
ferings of the sicic. Part II. Fourth Edition. 12mo. cloth, 6«. 6tf. 

PRATT, Archdaacon. — Scripture and Science not 

at Variance: with Remarks on the Historical Character, Plenary 
Inspiration, and Surpassing Importance, of the Earlier Chapters of 
Generis. By John H. Pbatt, M.A., Archdeacon of Calcutta; Author 
of the " Mathematical Principles of Mechanical Philosophy." Third 
Edition, with AddiUons, 8vo. cloth, 3«. 6d. 

" This instructive essay ... is admirably adapted for the designed end. The style is 
Incid and vigorous : the ai^ument solid and convincing."— JBeoorci. 

"A very seasonable work."— CAurcA of England Magtufne. 

" Written with elegance, talent, and, still better, with a competent Imowledge of the 
Bubiiect, and excellent judginent."— £cl«<;tic SevietD. 



PBAYEBS, Family and Private. 

A Form of Prayers, Selected and Composed for 

the Use of a Family principally consisting of Young Persons. 
Fifteenth Edition. 12mo. cloth, 2«. 6d, 

A Manual of Family and Occasional Prayers. 

By the Rev. William Simclaie, M.A. ISmo. cloth, U. 6d. 
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PBA7EBS, Family and Private. 

A Selection of Prayers and Hymns. For the 

Use of her Children. By the ConMTBU or Nobthisk. In Two Parts, 
lamo. S«. oloth ; or Mwed, 4«. 

Family Prayers. By the late Hbnrt Thorn- 

TOH, Bsq. M.P. Thirty-eighth Edition. 12mo. oloth, 8«. 

Family Prayers for One Month. By various 

Clergymen. Arranged and Edited by the Rev. Ohaelm Hodoson, 
M.A.. Rector of Barton-le-8treet, Yorkshire. Abridged iCdltlon. 
To which have been added, Prayers for Particular Seasons. Fcap. 
cloth, 8f . 6tf. 

Seventy Prayers on Scriptural Subjects: being 

a Selection of Scripture Daily Readings for a Tear \ with Family 
Prayers for a Month. By Clergymen of the Church of England. 
Fifth Ten Thousand. ISmo. cloth, a<. 

Family Prayers. By the late W. Wilbbrforcb, 

Esq. Edited by his Son. Eleventh Edition. Foap. Bvo. sewed, U.6tf. 

Family Prayers for Every Day of the Week. 

Selected firom various portions of the Holy Bible, with References. 
Third Edition. 13mo. boards. U, 6d. 

Family Prayers for Every Day in the Week. 

By CLutcvi. Itoko. oloth, U. 

Prayers and Offices of Devotion for Families 

and for Particular Persons, upon most oooasions. By Bbmjamim 
Jbmks. Altered and Improved by the Rev. Cuablbs Simbom. ISmo. 
roan, 4«. 6<f.{ or 18mo. 8f. 

A Course of Mominc and Evening Prayers, for 

the Use of the Famlliei ofthe Poor. 12mo. sewed, %4* \ or 6«. per 



Private Prayers for Young Persons. By M. A. 

Fcap. cloth, 2s. 
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FRATEBS, Family and FriT«to. 

A Few Plain Short -Prayers, intended to be 

sent with e«oh Mi of Baby Linen lent to Poor Women. 24nio. 
lewed, 8d. ; or 2«. 6d. per dosen. 

A Companion to the Altar, with Occasional 

Pnqren. Bj Oxomb A. E. Mabmv A.M. Rector of Bangor, 
Flintaliire. Third Edition. Boards, U. 6d. i sheep, U, ; calf; 3f. 

Newly- Arranged Manual for Communicants at 

the Lord's Sapper, including the Servioe for the Holy Communioii. 
24mo. bound, 8«. 

Prussian Oculist A Manual of Information re- 
specting the Ober liedidnal Bath de Leuw of Orifhith. By An Emo- 
I.ISH Clbmqjmax. Second Edition, 18mo. cloth, 2m, 

BAIEES, Bev. H. — Sermons and Essays. By the 

Rev. Hbnst Raik£8, late Chancellor of the Diocese of Chester. 8to. 
cloth, St. 

" It is needleM to say that eretjtiastg in the Tolume b«an the ImpzeM of the 
author's mind and character. Soiind evangelical doctrine is exhibited in elegant 
language, and illostnited from the resources of a cnltivated understanding and a 
refined taste ; while the whole is pervaded with ChriBtian tolenation and sound good 
sense."— JEvoa^eiieai OhrUimtdom. 

RAWNSLEY, Bay. B. D. B. — Sermons Preached in 

Country Churches. By R. Drumkond B. Rawnblbt, M.A. Vicar of 
Shiplake, Oxon ; late Fellow of Magdalen College , Oxford. Umo. cloth, 6t, 

" A series of short, plain, and pithy sermons, adq>ted to theeharaoterand oomprehen- 
■ion of a rural eongregation."— 5p«e(a(or. 

"A. good volume ; we can safely recommend if— 51. Jdmei't ChronieU. 

Village Sermons. Second Series. 12mo. 

6*. W. 
" Enforces the practical duties of religion and the beauty of holineas.'*->7iirfkn BtiXL 
" This is a volume of plain sermons in a simple unpretending style, adapted to the 

eoinprehension of the vmagers to whom they are aadreased, and Incnloaihlng many 

usefU praetieal lessons."— CAafieh o/jBi»gkmd Inyaffoe. 

Sermons, chiefly CatecheticaL 12mo. cloth. 

6#.6rf. 

' Their plainness hriaga them within the oomprehenslon of the most illiterate. wUlst 
their exposition and illustration of Gospel truth render them a Medium of userabkeas. 
which cannot be without the very best nsolU."— JBelT* Mti$mg0r, 
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Beading without Tears; or^ a Pleasant Mode of 

Learning to Bead. By the Author of "Peep of Itey," ke. With 
namenma Woodonta. New Edition. Square. 

*«* In this little work the attempt la made, by the cUuiifkaHon of 
words, removing all perplexity, to prevent teabs, and by a suocession 
otpicUirest fiirnishlng oonstant entertainment, to preserve the 8Mil» of 
happy childhood while learning to read. 

** That this elementaiy Tolnme is the work of the authoress of the ' Peep of Dsy * will 
be a Bttre passport to the hearts of thousands, both parents and children. But apart 
from its authorship, the book itself is admirable ; the arrangement, pictures, typo- 
graphy, and reading exercises being alike adapted to realise the idea of the title, learn- 
ing to read ' without tears.' Teachers are addressed in some valuable prefatory remarks. 
The authosess lays neat stress on the exclusion of the element of fiction firom the 
naxxatives which she has introduced as lessons."— iteiMmt. 



The Rector in Search of a Curate. Post 8vo. 

doth, 9<. 
Contents.— I. The Parish— 2. The Curate— 3. The Temporary Curate — 
4,6. The Evangelicist— 6. The Evangelicals— 7. The Unfortunate Man— 
8. The Scholar— 9. The Hillenarian— 10. The Anglo-Catholio— II. The 
Approved — IS. The Ordination. 

*' A lively and entertaining book."— CArMion OUerver. 
"Interesting and attraotivs."— £|>Mta<or. 

RIFON, Bishop of. — Means of Grace. Lectures 

delivered during Lent, 1861, in St. John's Church, Clapham Rise. By 
the Right Rev. Robert Bioksbsteth, D.D. Lord Bishop of Ripon. 
Fcap. cloth, 3s. 6d. 

** Mr. Bickersteth's Lectures are very sterling in point of doctrinal teaching and 
practical enforcement."— CAri«Ma» Time*. 

" These are plain, unaffected, and sensible discourses, setting forth the great outlines 
of Chxistiani^ and urging the necessity of holiness and obedience."- i^Usfc Beview. 

BUPEBT'S LAND, Bishop of.— Notes of the Flood 

at the Red River, 1862. By David AHDuaoar, D.D. Lord Bishop of 
Rupert's Land. Fcap. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

EUSSELL, Dr. — The History of Modem Europe. 

with an Account of the Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire ; and 
a View of the Progress of Society, from the Rise of the Modem King- 
doms to the Peace of Paris In 1763. In a series of Letters fh>m a Noble- 
man to his Son. New Edition, continued to the present time. 4 vols. 
8vo. cloth, iL 12«. 

Scenes in our Parish. By a Coimtry Parson's 

Daughter. 2 vols. 12mo. boards, each 5t, 
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SCOTT, Bev. T. — Essays on the most Important 

Subjects in Religion. By the Rev. Thomas Scott, late Rector of 
Aston Sondford, Bucks. With a Blemoir of the Author. Fifteenth 
Edition. I2mo. 5«. ; 18mo. ds. 6d. 

Scripture Catechism; exti*acted chiefly from the 

Rev. Edward Bickerateth's " Scriptare Help.** Designed to assist the 
Toung in acquiring a Knowledge of the Holy Bible, and to commend it 
to their love. By E. W. 18mo. U. sewed; Is. 6d. cloth. 

Sermons and Extracts Consolatory on the Loss of 

Friends. Selected firom the Works of the most eminent Divines. 
Third Edition. 8to. cloth, I2s. 

SHAKSPEARE.— The Plays of William Shakspeare, 

accurately printed finom the Text of the Corrected Copies, a History <^ 
the Stage, and a Life of Shakspeare. By AxxxAMPEa Chalmsbs, F.S. A. 
8 TOU. Bvo. 3/. 12«. ; or 1 vol. 8to. lOs. 6d. 

SHERWOOD, Mrs. — The Oolden Garland of Inesti- 
mable Delights. By Mrs. Shlbwood. 12mo. cloth, 6s, 

" It poesesseB greater reality, sad eren faiterest. than some more amlntionB-looking 
tales ; everything in ' the Golden Garland ' bears the stamp of truth."— Spectator. 
" It serves as a vehicle to inculcate the soundest moral precepts," &e.—Heraid. 

The Mirror of Maidens in the Days of Good 



Queen Bess. 1 2mo. cloth, 6s. 



The History of John Marten. A Sequel to 



* The Life of Henry Milner." 12mo. cloth. Is. 6d, 



— The History of Henry Milner. 3 vols. 12nio. 

cloth, each 6s. 

— The History of the Fairchild Family; or. 

The Child's Bfanoal. Nineteenth Edition. 8 vols. I2mo. cloth, each 5s. 

— Julietta di Lavenza. A Tale. 18mo. cl. 2«. 

— Victoria. 12mo. boards, 4^. 

— The Little Mqmiere. 12mo. cloth, 2^. 




SHIBLET, Bishop. — Letters and Memoir of the 

late Waltks AuotrsTUS Shiblet, D.D. Lord Bishop of Sodor and Man. 
Edited by Thomas Hux, B.D. Archdeacon of Derby. Second Edition, 
revised. With a Portrait, 8to. cloth, IAm, 



Letters to Young People. By the late Right 

Rev. Waltsb Adqustds, Bishop of Sodor and Man. Fcap. cloth, Za, $d. 

" The Tohime consista of letters chiefly addressed to his son and daughter ; and 
exhibits the writer in a rery amiable, affectionate, pious, and sensible light. Som» of 
the epistles to his son contain judicious adTice on study and critical remarks on books*" 

are cheerfhl, unaffected. 
They refer, too, to real 



"We like the general tone of these letters much, 
kindly, without OTerweening conceit or laborious con<'- 
Incidents and ereaiti^'—Athenaum. 



Sermons preached on Various Occasions. 

12mo. cloth, 6t. 

" A direct plainness of style and purpose, which had the efliBet of force, and a sound 
Protestant feeling."— £r]wetator. 



SIMEON, Bev. C. — Memoirs of the Rev. Ghables 

SnnoN, ILA. late Senior Fellow of King's College, and Bfinister of 
Trinity Church, Cambridge ; containing his Autobiography, together 
with Selections firom his Writings and Correspondence. Edited by the 
Rev. WiLUAX Carus, M.A. Canon of Winchester. Third Edition. 
ISmo. doth, with Portrait and Facsimile, bt, 

SMITH, Bev. J. H. — Sermons by John Henry 

Skitb, liLA. Perpetual Curate of MilTcrton, Warwickshire. Second 

Edition, with additions. 3 vols. 12mo. cloth, 12«. 

"The sublecte are commonplace and practical, such as 'The Gospel Invitation,' 
' Chrisfk Invitation to the Heavy-laden,' ' Our Saviour's Love of Solitude/ Ac. ; but there 
is a tender and earnest spirit displayed in the treatment of them, which of itself would 
secure attention. And there is also a vivacity and power of illustration in the style, 
which stiU more would gain the attention of the hearer."— Clerical Journai. 

" Mr. Smith's sermons remind us of some of the best discourses of Melville. There is 
the same habit of seizing upon some one truth in the text, bringing it out into new and 
interesting combinations, oirowing the disonssion into an vgnmentative mould, and 
rinotng out the idea in the music of lof^ language. These sermons have life In them, 
andfthey will live and gener-*^ "-* — "*- — "-^ 



i generate 



dc of lof^ language, 
living thoughts in t 



thoughtful readers. Every sennon 



bespeaks independency of research, vigonr of intellect, and a reverent, cathohc. manly 
Christianity."— 2^ ifoir'*'-' 



SMITH, Bev. T. D. S.— Life : an Enquiry into the 

Source, Actings, and Results of the Divine or Spiritual Life. By the 
ReT. Tbos. D. S. Smith, B.A. Corate of Blahopstoke. Crown 8ro. 
cloth, 6«. 
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SMITH, Eev. W. IL— Help to District Visitors. 

Being Plain and Praotical Remarks on some Portions of the Gospels; 
particularlj the Narratives and Parables. With an Appendix of 
Prayers selected from the Liturgy. By the Rev. W. Maxwell Smith, 
Rector of Lofton, and Perpetual Curate of Tintinhull, Somersetshire. 
Foap. 8vo. cloth, 3f . 6<i. 

** Plain, seriptond, and aff«ctionste, it cannot ftB to do good,*whether read lijr those 
that Yisit the poor, or placed iu village or parochial libraries."— Clerical Joubnal. 

"The pieces are short, sensible, and scriptaral.*— Church or Enoijins Uaoazink. 

*' These addresses axe models of their kind."--MoBMiNO Herau). 

"Many important topics are herein bronsht home to the simplest mind. The 
district visitor cannot do better than provide himself with the work."— Bkacon. 

** We shall be (^ to hear that Mr. Smith's valuable work has a large circulation.'*— 
WzsTxaif Fltzmo Pobx. 

Solace of a Mourner. Fcap. cloth, 45. 6d. 
STEPHEN, SirG.— Anti-Slavery Recollections: in 

a Series of Letters addressed to Mrs. Bbbchbk Stowe. Written bj Sir 
Obobob Stsphkn, at her Request. Fcap. doth, 4«. 

STEWART, Eev. J. H. — Memoir of the Life of the 

Rev. James Haldane Stewart, M.A. late Rector of Limpsfield, Surrey. 
By his Son, the Rev. David Dali Stbwabt, M.A. Incumbent of All 
Saints*, Maidstone. With a Portrait. Second Edition. 12mo. doth, ht. 

The Family which Jesus Loved; or the 

History of Martha, and Mary, and Lazarus. In Seventeen Lectures. 
By the late Rev. J. H. Stewabt. Third Edition. Fcap. doth, 6«. 

STOKES, Rev. E. — Sermons by Edward Stokes, 

M.A. Student of Christ Church, Rector of Staines, late Whitehall 
Preacher, and Select Preacher in the University of Oxford. Fcap. 
doth, 5«. 6({. 

" One great advantage of English sermons over those of most foreign preachers— 
we speak of good specimens of either class— is, that the former will bear reading as 
well as hearing. Those now before ns, by Mr. Stokes, illastrate this good quality ; they 
do not deal with any controverted subject, and very little with doctrine at all; but there 
is a tone of real piety and of love towards Christ pervading them, which stamp them as 
essentially Christian sexmons."— Lifarorv Chwrchman. 

STOWELL, Rev. H. — Tractarianism Tested by Holy 

Scripture and the Church of England, in a Series of Sermons. By 
HnoH Stowkll, M.A. Incumbent of Christ Church, Salford, Honoraxy 
Canon of Chester, and Rural Dean. 2 vols. 12mo. doth, each 6«. 

N.B. The ol]|ject of this Work is not merely nor mainly to oonlbte 
Tractarianism, but rather to inform and establish the minds of Church> 
men on certain pen>lexing questions, respecting which definite views 
are much needed. 
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STOWELL, Bev. H. 

A Model for Men of Business ; or, Lectures 

on the GKl^racter of Nehemlah. Third Edition. Crown 8to. cloth. At. 



THORNTON, H.— Female Characters. By the late 

Hbnst Thornton, Esq. M.P. With Prayers adapted to the Lectures. 
Second Edition. Fcap. cloth, 8«. 

Family Commentary on Portions of the Pen- 
tateuch ; in Lectures, with Prayers adapted to the Subjects. Second 
Edition. Thick 8vo. cloth, 1S«. 

On the Ten Commandments, with Prayers. 

Second Edition. 12mo. cloth, 7i$.6d, 

Family Prayers, in a Series for a Month. 

Thirty-eighth Edition. 12mo. cloth, a«. 

Family Commentary upon the Sermon on the 

Blount. Second Edition. Fcap. cloth, 3t. 



TRACTS for BistributioiL 

The Angel's Message; or, the Saviour made 

known to the Cottager. By the Author of *' Peep of Day.** Third 
Thousand. Square I6mo. price Bd. 



By the tame Author, 

Teaching Myself; or, an Abridgment of 

'* Reading without Tears.'* For the Cottager in his own Home. 
Fourth Thousand. Square 16mo. price 4d, 

Tracts for Children ; or. Fifty-two Facts from 

the Bible fbr the Fifty-two Sundays of the Tear. Thirteenth 
Thousand. In a packet of Fifty-two Tracts; or, bound together 
in a Tolume, cloth gilt> prloe 2«. ' 
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TBACTS for BistributioiL 

The Grerman Tree. A Moral for the Young. 

By th« Ber. T. Goovwih Hatcbam>» M.A. Rector of HaTant, 
Domestic Chaplain to the Marquis Conjmgham. U, 

Sg Ike same Avthor, 

Feed My Lambs. A Lecture for Children in 

Words of One Syllable ; to which is added a Hymn. Seventh Thou- 
sand. 82mo. 3d.i or S«. 6il. per doien. 

My Duty. The Ghristiaii Duties, taken from 

the Church Catechism, printed in red and black within an oma^ 
mental Gothic Tablet ; intended for Parochial Distribution. 4d. 
eaoh ; or 3r. 6<L per dosen. 

The Fourth Commandment Explained. By a 

Snnday-Sohool Teacher. 3d. ; or 2«. 6d, a dosen. 

The Teacher's Assistant in Needle-work. 6dl. 

each, or bt. per dozen. 

The Knitting-Teacher's Assistant 6cL ; or 6«. 

per doien. 

A Misfortune Changed into a Blessing. 12mo. 

6d. I or Is. cloth. 

Eliezer; or. The Faithful Servant 12mo. 3dL ; 

or 2s. 6d. per dozen. 

How can I go to Church? or, a Dialogue 

between a Lady and a Poor Woman. M. eaeh. 

Why should I not go to the Meeting-House? 

3d. each. 

Seed -Time and Harvest Some Account of 

** Schools for the Destitute.** By the Author of ** The Gospel of 
Other Days." Third Edition. 6d. 
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TRACTS for Bistribntion. 

A Friend to the Sick and Afflicted. Sd.; or 

2«. $d, per dozen. 

Thoughts on the Sabbath. 12mo. 3d. 
Reflections on the Sabbath. By Sir Henbt 

DtmoKS. 12nio. ad. 

Repairing the Church. Sd. ; or 28. 6d. per doz. 
Narrative of Poll Peg, of Leicestershire. Sd.; 

or S«. 6d. per dozen. 

The Curate Catechising; or, an Exposition of 

the Church Catechism. By Hie Bev. W. Tbutlbthwaits, A.li. 
Sixth Edition. 18mo. U. 

By the tame Autkort 

The Church Communicating ; or, an Exposition 

of the Communion Service of the Church of England. ISmo. 6d, 

The Parochial Minister's Letter to the Young 

People of his Charge on Conflrmatton. By the Bev. John Lamg- 
LXT, Bector of St. Mary'i, Wallingford. 12mo. S«. per dozen. 

A Short Catechism; or. Plain instruction, con- 
taining the Sum of Chrittlan Learning, set forth by the authority 
of his MMJeaty, King Edward the Sixth, for all Schoohnasten to 
T^aoh, AJ>. 1558. ISmo. 6(1. ; or 5«. per dozen. 

Confirmation : its Nature, Importance, and Be- 
nefits. By the Bey. T. GainxTH, A.M. 4d.; or Zt, 6d, per dozen. 

A Plain and Afiectionate Address to Young 

Persons about to be Confirmed. By the Bight Bev. D. Wilson, 
late Lord Bishop of Calcutta. ISmo. Ad. 

By ike tame Amikor, 

A Plain and Afiectionate Address to Young 

Persons, preriously to BeoelTiag tbe Lord's Sapper. ISmo. At, 
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TUPPER, M. F.— Proverbial Plulosophy. By Mab- 

TLM F. TUPPES, D.C.L. &c. Post 8to. cloth, with Portrait, 8«. 

An Illustrated Edition of Proverbial Philo- 

■ophy. 

Ths Dbsigmb bt 



C. W. Copa, R.A. 

Fred. R. PickersfflU, A.R.A. 

John Tenniel. 

Edward H. Corbould. 

George Dodgson. 

Edward Duncan. 

Birlcet Foster. 



John Gilbert. 
James Godwin. 
William Harvey. 
J. C. Horsley. 
William L. Leltch. 
Joseph Severn. 
Walter Severn. 



The Ornamental Initials and Vignettes by Henry Noel Humphreys. 
In 4to. bound in cloth, gilt edges, 21«. ; morocco extra by Hayday, a6«. 

The Pocket Edition of Proverbial Philo- 
sophy. Thirty-fourth. 16mo. cloth, ^t leaves, 6<. 

Probabilities: an Aid to Faith. Third Edi- 
tion. Fcap. cloth, U, 

"It is difficult to oonvej, by axtraets, the chann whieh is difltased OTer this litUe 
hook. There Is, in the Infinite vailetv of subject, a continuous line of thoiuht, whieh 
fixes the attention to its progress, ana leaves the mind amused and edified with the 
perusaL"— CAritMon RtmenJbraneer. 

TYTLEB, Miss A. F. — Leila; or, the Island. 

Eighth Edition. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 4s. M. 

Leila in England. A Continuation of " Leila; 

or, the Island.'* Sixth Edition. Fcap. cloth, 6«. 

Leila at Home ; a Continuation of " Leila in 

England." By Ann Fsasek Tttleb. Fourth Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 
cloth, 4s. 6rf. 



' Leila at Home,' In continuation of ' Leila in England,' is written in the i 

t style. an<r ' • ' * . . « - 

tf Gazette. 



pleasant style, and conveys similar Irasons of an instrucuve and religious tendency.'— 
LUerary C" " 



Mary and Florencia; or. Grave ;9nd 'Gay. 



.Eleventh Edition. Fcap. doth, is. 6iL 
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TTTLEB, TSS&z A. F. 

Mary and Florence at Sixteen. Fifth Edition. 

Fcap. cloth, 6«. 

" These works are excellent. Miss Tytler's writings are especially valnable for their 
religions Bpirit. She has taken a Just position between the Rationalism of the last gene* 
zation and the PuritatiiBm 6f the present, while the perfeot nature and true art with 
which she sketches firom juvenile Ufe, show powers which might be more ambitiously 
displayed, but cannot be better bestowed."— Qtkir(«riy Review. 

TYTLER, Miss VL F.— The Wooden Walls of Old 

England: or, Lives of Celebrated Admirals. By Maaoabbt Fsasbk 
Tttlbs. Containing Biographies of Lord Rodney, Earls Howe and St. 
. Yinoent, Lords de Saumares and Colliogwood, Sir Sydney Smith and 
Visoount ExmoUth. Foap. cloth, bt. 

Tales of the Great and Brave. Containing 

Memoirs of Wallace, Brace, the Black Prince, Joan of Arc, Richard 
CcBur de Lion, Prince Charles Edward Stuart, Melton, and Napoleon 
Bonaparte. Second Edition. Fcap. cloth, bt. 

VENN, Rev. H. — Memoir and Selection from the 

Correspondence of the Rev. H. Vkmn, M.A. Edited by the Rev. Hsmet 
Vnnr, B.D. Prebendary of St. Paul's. Seventh Edition. Fcap. 
oloth, 7«. 

Verschoyle. A "Roman Catholic Tale of the Nine- 
teenth Century. i2mo. oloth, 6«. 

VICTORIA, Bishop of. — Lewchew and the Lew- 

chewans; being a Narrative of a Visit to Lewchew, or Loo-Choo, in 
October, 1850. By Gbobqb Smith, D.D. Bishop of Victoria. Fcap. 
cloth, 2«. 6ii. 

Hints for the Times; or, the Religions of 

Sentiment, of Form, and of Feeling, contrasted with VltiS Godliness. 
Foap. sewed, I«. 6tf. 

" A sensible and seasonable little treatise."— C^rifMan Ovardtan, 

WEBB, Mrs. J. B. — The Beloved Disciple. Reflec- 
tions on the History of St. John. By Mrs. J. B. Wkbb, Author of 
'* Naomi," " Reflections on the History of Noah,*' &o. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 
is. 6d. 

" Very sensible and well-wiltten reflections on the History of St. John. We can safely 
recommend iV—Chriitkm Quafdian, 
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WHITE, Eev. G.— The Natural History and Anti- 
quities of Selborne. By the Bey. Gilbert Whitb, M.A. A New 
Edition, with Notts, bj Eowabd TuBim Bbnnsxt, Esq. F.L.S. &c. 
8vo. cloth, 18«. 

WILLTAMS, Miss J. L. — Chillon; or, Protestants 

ofthe Sixteenth Century. An Historical Tale. By Jahk Louisa Wu.- 
LTAMS. 2 vols. 8to. cloth. iO«. 

** We think liigbly of tbis patlietie itorj. A tn.« spirit of etaeerftd piety pervades Its 
pages ; the characters are nicely discriminated, and many ofthe scenes arerery yividly 
portrayed. All who read it may derive benefit ttom its perusaL"— A'ftaftttla. 

WOLFE, Rev. C. — Six Plain Sermons, preached to 

a Rural Congregation. By the Rev. Chablss Wolfx, late Curate of 
Kemsing, Kent. Fcap. doth, S«. 6<f. 

WOODWARD, Eev. H. — Short Readings for FamUy 

Prayers, Essays, and Sermons. By the Rev. HamtT Woox^wabd, A.M., 
formerly of Corpus Christ! College, Oxford; Rector of Fethard, in 
the Diocese of Cashel. 8to. cloth, lit. 

Words of Wisdom for my Child; being a Text for 

Every Day in the Tear, for the use of %-ery Toung Children. Second 
Edition. 32mo. cloth, 2». 

YORB[E, Rev. C. J. — Original Researches in the 

Word of God. By the Rot. C. J. Tobkb, M.A. Rector of Sheniield. 
Fcap. cloth, 6«. 

I. Christ Known before His Advent. 
II. The Beauty ofthe Mosaic Law. 
III. Inspiration and Genius. 

lY. The Dirine Recognition of the SpAritual Church, 
y. The Development of Pure Religion. 
YI. The ApostoUc Motive. 

YII. God Apparent in His Miracles and Prophecies. 
Yin. Scriptural Imagery: its Uses, Marks, and Sources. 
IX. God Traced in the World, and Found in Christ. 
X. The Human Conscience. 
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